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With ntrto additions of the Parliament Sceane* 
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*At LONDON, 

Printed for Mother? Lanp> and are to be fold 
at his (hop in Paules Church-yard, at the 
Ggnc of the Foxe. 




Enter King Richard , Iohn of 

Gaunt, with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 




King Richard: 

f L<kT(M'<bf Gaunt, time- honoured Lancafier, 

1 Haft tiiou according to thyoth and band, 

| Brought hither Henry Herfbrd tiiy bold Ton ^ 
Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal 
f Which then our leifure wold llot'lef viJietci 
Again ft theDukeof Norfoike, Tho\ Mow. 
Gaunt. I haue my Liege. 

King. T ell me moreouer, haft thou founded- him 
If he appeale the Duke on ancicncmalieej 
Or worthily, as a good fubiedt fbould, 

On fomeknowneground of treacherie- in him ? 5, ‘ 

Gaunt. As neare as I could ftft him on' that argument. 

On feme apparant danger feenc in him, 

Aimde at your Highnelle; no inucterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our prefence face toface, 
Andfrowning brow to brow our felues will hcarc 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpeake 
Hie ftomackt arc they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the lea, haftic as fire. 

Enter 'Bullingbroke , and Aimrbray. 



Eulitng. Many yearcs of happie'daies befall 
My gracious Soueraignc, my moft louing Liege, 

A 1 Mow, 




Mew. Each day ftill better others happinelTe? 
VntillthcHeauensenuyjng Earths good happen 
Adde in immortall title to your Crowrie* 

. King. We thanke you both : yet one but flatters vs. 

As well appeareth by the caufe you come; 

Namely? to appeale each other of high trealbn. 

Coofin of Hereford? what dolt thou obied: 

Againft the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray % 

Bui. Fir ft (heauen be the record to my fpccch) 

In the deuotion of a Subie&s loue? 

Tendring the precious fafetyof my Prince? 

And free from other misbegotten hate? 

Come I appeallantto'this Princely prefence. 
Now.Thomas Mowbray ?do I turneto thee; 

And marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake? 

My body fliall make good vpon this earth, 

Ormy diuinefoule anlwerc it, in heauen. 

Thou art aTraitour?and a milcreant ^ 

Too good to be fo, and too bad to Hue 
Since the more faire and chriflall is theskie, 

T he vglier feeme the cfouds that in it flic. 

Once more? the more to agrauate the note? 

With a foule traitors name ftufte I thy. throate. 

And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraignc) ere I mquc? 

W hat my tong /peaks? my right dravvnc fword may ptouc* 
Mm. Let not my cold words here accufe my zcalc, 

T is not the trial! of a, womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues? 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine : 

The blood ishotthatmuft.becooldfor this? 

Yet can I not of Inch tame patience boaft?- 
As to be huftn and nought.at.all to lay* 

Fir ft thefairereuerepcc of your highnefle curbs me? 
From giuing reynes and fpurs to my free ipeecli? 

Which clfe vy-ould poftvritili.it had rcturnd 
Thefe tearmes ©f treafon doubled downe his throat; 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty; 

And let him be no kjnfman to my Liege*. • f 



t Villainet 



\ul. Pale trembling Coward, there ! throw my gag » 
Declaiming herethe kindred ofa king, 

Ifguiltie dread haueleltthce fomuch ftrength. 

As to takevpminehonorspaw-ne?then ltoope : 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthood elic? 

Will I makegood againft theearmeto arme? 

What I hauefpokc, orwhat thou canft d?uilc. 

Icake it vp?and by that Sword iSweare, 

Which gently.laid my Knighthood on my mouldar? 

lie anfwere thee in any faire degree; ( 

Or chiualrous defigne of Knightly trito. 

And when I mount aliue? aliue may I not lignt* 

If lbetraitour,orvuiuftly fight. . . ■ 

: King, what doth our Gooftn lay to Mcwb rases charge 

It muft be great that can inherit vs?. 

So much as ofa thought of ill in him. . 

Bui. Lookewhat 1 faid? my life fhall procue it true, 

That Mowbray hath reeeiud eight thoufand Noble3, 

In name of lendings, for your Htghnelfe Souldiours ; 

The which he hath detaindforleawd uriployments? 

. LikeafalfeTraitour-andiniurious Villaine. 

Befides I fay,andwillin battaile proque, 

Or heere, or elfe where, to the furrheft Vicrge 
'That cUer was furueyed byEnglifn.eye? 

That all the treafons for thefe Eighteeneyeares> 

> Complotted and contriued in this Land? 
fetcht from falfe Mowbray? their fttft head and fpring 

A } ' Fursfaet 








Further I fay, and further wiUmaintaine 
Vpon his had life to aiake.aH.this.geod/ 

That he did plottc theD-akcof Glofters death, 
Suggeft his (oonobelectun-gadueriaries, * 

And conrequently like a Traicour Coward, 



TheionourableFathertomyrfoe, , 

n„l did I lay an anibdih for yout life;; 

A tSbatTe that doth v «xemy grieued loule, 

- r n v .«» roU t W atd, Ah-bot€« 1 laft tecemdtheSaeranient, 

Sluc’tc out his innocent loule through fir/m c, I dd confelfe it, and cxaftly begd _ 




Cf V * - 



I CUUUalCmCLl 

And by. die glorious worth of my difeent. 

This arme ihall doit-, or this life be (pent. 

King. How high apitch hisj-efolunioii /hares; 
rhomasiofi Norfolkc, whaclayftthou to this? 

f ill 1 hauetcld.this (launder of hisblood, 

How God, and^good mai r hatefafoulcaiycr. f Ki ~ Wrath kindled Gentleman, be ruledbj 

WereTie r c >^ and eares, i ets pvrgethischolerwithout lettingbloud, 
Ashe k Hn v f* kuigdonics-Heire, This we meferibe, though no Phiiition: 

A/ h yi Fatbcr^hrot-hers ^cxnne, f/epe malice maLs too deepe inclfion 

.jForget, forgiueycoftciude, anflbe agreed'. 

Our Doctors fay, this is no month tobleed:. 



A ecreant and matt regenerate i i«m« 

Wiich in my fclfe I b okily will defend , 

Aid entcrchangeably hurledowne the gage, 
yaon this ouetweeningTraitOrs foote, 

To prooue my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Eien in the bed blood dfambred imyouttrofe«ne t 
fc haft whereof, moft hartily I pray 
Tour highneffe to aillgne our mail day. 
f Kwg. Wrath kindled Gentleman, he ruledhy me, 
^trro^fhiArhol^rW'ithout lettin^bloutL 



Now by Scepters awe Intake avow. 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facrcd blood 
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partializc 
I he vnftooping firmenelfcofmy vprightfouk; 
He is-our fubiedt Mowbray, (o art thou. 

Free fpcech and feareleilelto thee allow. 

Then Bulhagbrcokg y aslow as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe pallage of thy throat thou lieft : 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callicc, 
Disburft I tohis higbneire Souldiers ? 

The other part referu'd I, hy-conlent, 

Forthat my SoueraigneLiege -was in my debt, 

\ pon remainder of a deere account. 

Since lail I went to France to fetch his Qtieenc: 
Now (wallow downs that lie. Far Gloeefters death ; 
I fl ew b im not-, but to mineownedilgracc 
Negleded my fworne duty in that cafe : 
ForyoumynobfeLordof Laheaftcr, 



Good Vnckle,let this end where itbegunne-, 
VVeelecalmethcDukeof you your Ibnnfc. 

I. Gaunt. To be a make-peace, (ball become my age: 
Throwdowne (mylbnne) the Duke of NorfolkS gdge,. 

S Kmg. AndNorfolkejthtbwdo'.vftehis. 

(Jaunt. When Hame, wbenfobediencebids, 
Obediencebids I Ibolitd hdtbid agaihe. ' j ; .. 

Kmg. Norfoike-) throw doWne we bid,>tbere is no booM* 
More. My felfe 1 throw (dread (odefaigtiej atthy foote 



The one my dutfe o'Wes but fnyfaire name, 

-Defpightof death that liues vpon my graue, 

T o darke Diflionorsvfe, thou llialt not haue : 
lam difgraft, impeacht,'andbaffuld heere , - r 

Pierft to the foule with (launders venomd fpeafe. 

Tile which no balme can cure^ but his heart blood " 

T ' Which 
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Which breathd this poyfon. 

King. Rage muft be\vithftood : 

Giuc 111c his g»gc, Lions make Leopards tunc, I 

M,»b. Yea, bur not change WsfpoBtfalM k u „ nvl i 
And I refigne my gage, my deare deare Lord.' 

The pureit treafure mortall times affoprd. 

Is fpotleflfe reputation, that avyay* 

Men ^re but guildpd lpame, god painted Clay • 

A tewell m a tenne times bard vp Chert. ’ 

Is abpld Spirit in a loyall Brcart. 

Mine Honour is my life, bpthgrow in one { 

Take honour from me, andiny Jtifc is done!, 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let me try 
In that Iiiue, and for that wittl die. 

fj‘ £r° C A a J r h T^/ Q f'S a 8 c > ^©youbegin. 
c ufi r° G °i dC h I h/^ u,e f uch deepeiiniiti ; 

ShaU;I f fcenjcCreft-fallcn in my fathers light > :■ 

Or with pale bcgger-face impeach my hight, ’ 

Before thisout-dardc daftard? Eremy tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo bace a parlce, my teeth fliall teare 
The flau iih motiuc of recanting fcarc. 

And ipit it bleeding in his highdifgrace, 

Where fhamedoth harbour, cuen mMowbraiesface. 

We were not borne to fue, but to command; 
vyhiul flnee \vp cannot doe, to makeyoy friends, 

Be ready (asyour, life fliall anfwerc it) 

At Cowntrie vpon Saint Laniards day : 

There fliall your Swords and Launces arbitrate. 
T^efwdling difference ofyour fetled hate i 
Since we cannot attt>neyou,you fliall ice 
luftice defignethe Victors chiualfic. 

Lord Marthall, command ©ur Officers at Armes, 

Be readic to direct thefe home all armes, M 



» c i * t 

Enter Ioim of k ?*$ *be Dutchejfe of Gloctfler, 
__ Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood, 
Wotli aiosc folicite me, tfacn your exclaims 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II ( STC 22312 ) LONDON, 16 





art one. 



To ftirre againft the Butchers of 
But fince correlation lyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot cort 
Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen 
Who when they fee thehower’s ripe on eartn. 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 
Dutchejfe, Finds Brotherhood in thee 
Hathlouein thy old blood no liuing fire 
Edwards feauen Sonnes , whereof thy feli 
Were feauen Viols of his fac red blood 
Or feauen faire branches fpringing from 
Some of thofe feauen arc dry ed by Natures courfc 
Some of thofe Branches by theDefteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glncetl 
One Violl full of Edwards Cacted blood, 

One flourifliing Branch of his moft Roy all roots 
Is cra< 5 t,and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieax 
Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wonmc. 
That mettall, that felfc mould that faihioned thee. 
Made him a man : and though thou liucft.and breathe ft, 
V’fart thou flainein hinv, thou doft confent 
I ftr e large meafure to thy Fathers 
In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother d 
_vho w as the modell of thy Fathers life : 

3 it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

‘‘‘ ; r,n g thus thy Brother to be flaugbtred ; 

'hew eft the naked path-way to thy life, 

..erne Murder how to butcher 
j iar wh.chin meanemen we intitle Patience, 
^fc°! d Cowardicc in Noble breaftes. 

'ball I lay l tofafegard thine ownc life, 
ay is, to vengc my Gloceflers death. 

Cods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
meannoynted in his fight, 

'Ufd his death ; the which if wrongfully, 
eau -« n reuenge, for Imay neuer lift 

B A 









The TrageAie of 

An angrie arme againft his mmifter. 

Dut. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe ? 
(jaunt. T o God, the Widowes Champion and defence* 
Bute, Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Couentrie, there to behold 
Our Coofrn Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords Speare, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbrayes breaft. 

Or if misfortune mifte the firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies linnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

That they may breake his foming Courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A Caytiffc recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me* 

Butch , Y et one word more-, griefe boundeth where it fab 
Not with the emptie hollownelfe, but weight ; 

1 take my leaue before I haue begunne, 

Forforrow ends not when it feemeth done.- 
Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorkej 
Foe this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly got 

1 fhall remember more : Bidd him $ ah w! 

With all good fpeed atPlafhie vifite me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there 
But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifhtwalles, 
Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones ; 

And what heare there for welcome, but my grt 
T herefore commend me, let him not come there 
To feeke outforrow, thatdwels euery where; 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and die : 

The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping ey 

, Enter the Lord Mar frail and the Duke Autnt 
Mar. My Lord <tAumerle , is Harry Herford a 
•Mumerle. Y ca at all points, and longs to enter > 






\ 

4 ' ‘ 



* 



- 



jMar, TheDukeof Norfolke fprightfully and bold ; 
Staies but the fummons of the; appellants trumpet* 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard , and ltay 
For nothing but his Maieftics approach. 

The trumpetsfound, and the King enters with his Nobles : when 

they are fehenter the Duke of Norfolkeinarmes defendant. 

King. Marlhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuallheere in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
Tofweare him in theiufticeof his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings, fay who thou art, 
And why 'thou commeft thus Knightly clad in armes ? 
Againft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath, 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
Who hither comeingaged by my oath, 

(WhichGod defend a Knight Ihould violate) 

Both to defend myloyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding illtje, 

Againft the Duke of Herford thatappealesmee, 

And by the grace of God,and this mine arme, 

T o prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

A Tray tor to my God, my King, and mee: 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

The Trumpets found , enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour . 

King. Marlhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to ourlaw, 

Depofe him in theiuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,& wherfore comft thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall lifts ? 

Againft whom comeft thou i and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen, 

B z D 




Bid. 
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Bui. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darby 
Am I, who readie hearc do ftand in Armes, 
Toprooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 
That he is a Tray tor foule and dangerous, 

To God of Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 
And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Marfhalland filch officers 
Appointed to dire&thefe faire delignes. 







| A(j£ j c p r oofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 

I 4 n( j ^ith thy bleflings fteelc my launces point, 

I That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate, 

I ^ n( i furbiih new the name of lobn a Gaunt > 

I £ uen j nt heluftiehauiourof his Sonne. 

' Gaunt. God, in thy good caufe make thee profperous, 
Befwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

* Fall like amazing thunder on thecaske 
Qf'thy aduerie pernitfous enemic, 

Rowfevp thy youthfull blood, be valiant and liue, 



Bui, LordMarftiall, let me kiffemy Soueraigneshto Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

And bow my kneebeforehisMaieftie, & |; Mow. How euerGodor fortune caft my lottc, 

For Mowbray and my fclfe are like two men, i There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 

Thatvow a long and wearie pilgrimage, k Aloyall,iuft,andvprightGentleman ; 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leauc, | Neuerdid capdue with a freer heart 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends. I Caft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 

Man Theappellant in all dutie greets your hlghnd, His Golden vncontroled Enfranchifement, 

And craues to kitle your hand and take his leaue. f More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate 

King, We willdefcend and foldehim in our armes, 1 This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Goofin of Herford, as thy caufe is right, Moft mightie Liege, and my companion Peercs,* 

" ’ 1 ^ • *’ " **“ * Take from my youth the wilh of happy y 




So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 

Farewell my blood, which if to daythou fhead, 
Lament we may, bur not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
Forme, if] be gorgdewith Mowbraw fpcaret 
As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Agai n ft a b ird , do I wi th Mowbray S ghf. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue ofyou s 
Of you ( my noble Coofin) Lord Aumerle, 
Notfickc, although I haueto do with death, 
Butluftie, yong, andcheerely drawing breath. 
Loe, as at Englilli fcafts fo I regreet 
The daintieft laft,to make theend moft fweet. 
Oh thou the earthly Author of my blood, 
Wbofeyouthfullfpiritin me regenerate. 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

T p reach a vi&orieaboue my head. 






eares. 

As gentle and as iocondas to ieft, **, 

Go I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewell ( my Lord) fecurely Iefpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triall Marfiiall, and beginne. 

Mar. Harrie of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbje, 
Receiue thy Launce, and God defend tby right. 

Bui. Strong as aTowerinhopeIcry,Amen. 

Mar, Go beare this launce to Thomas D. ofNorfollgi 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Stands heere, for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 
ToprouetheDukeofNorfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A T ray tor to his God, hisICing, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight, 

Her, Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. x>£ Norfolk*, 

B -& '' ‘ “ On 

— 
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On paine to’be foihicl falfe and recreant. Which 1 with fome ynwillingrtelfe pronounce. 

Both to defend hirnfelfe, and to approue ,vjhe flie flow howres fhaii not determinate 

Henry of Herford, Lancaftcr, and Darby, The datelelfe limit of thy deare ex ile : 

ToGod,hisSoucraigne,andto him difloyall, , The hopelelfe word of neuer to returne, 

Couragioufly, and with a free defirc, Breath lagainft thee, vponpame of due. 

Attending buf theiignall to begin, ykf<w. A lieauie fentence, my mod foueraigne Li § ; 

Mar, Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatants' And all vnlookt for from your higbnefle mouth, 

Stay, the King hath throvvne his warder downe, 1 A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayrae. 

Km, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Sp® As to be call foorth in the common ay re. 

And both returne backe to their Chairesagaine: Haue 1 deferuedat your Highnelie ban s. 

Withdrawwithvs 5 ajidlet the Trumpets found, Thelanguage Ihaue learnd thefe fortie yeares, 

While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree. My natiue Engliih now I mu it rorgoe, 

Drawncereandl.fi. And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 

Whatwkh our Counfell we haue done, T han an v n Id r m ged violl ora la *P e > 

Forthatourkingdomes earth fhould not be foyld fiOrlike acunmngintlrumentc e vp. 

With that deare blood which it hath beenefoftcred; O r being open, put into his hands 

V ! f , “ That knowes no touch to tune the harmonie.- 

Andforourees at ... P. , - , Within my mouth you haue ingay Id my tongue, 

Of ciu.ll woubrfsplcjighd yp with ^.ghboursfword! tccth & a ndlippes, 

And for wethinke the Eagle-wingcdpnde, A nd dull vufeeling barren ignorance 

Ofskie-afp.nngandamb.uousthoughts Ismademy laylerto aftendonme: 

With riual-hating Enuie fe.t <3n you, Iamtooold tofawnevppona Nurfe, 

Towakeour peace, which in cur Countries cradle Xofarrej n yeares to be a Pupill now, 

Drawes the fweet infant breath of gentle fleepe, W hat is thy fcntence'butfpeachleffe death 3 

Which fo rouzd vp with boy flrous vntundedrumtne!| ^yhich robbes my tongue from breathing n atiue breathe 

Withharfli refounding trumpets dreadfull bray, . R . Itbo otestheenottobecompaffionatc, 

Aad grating fiiocke of wrathfull yron am^s, After our fentence, playning comes too late, 

Might from our quiet confines fright raire peace? Mm. Then thus I turne me from my countries light* 

Andmakevs wade cuen in our kindreds blood: Todwellinfolemne fhades of endlelfe night. 

Therefore we banifh you our territories. King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee. 

You Coofin Herford, vpon paine of life, ^ Lay on our Royall Sword your banifht hands. 

T ill twice flue Summers haue enricht our neld, Sweareby thedutiethaty’owetoGod, 

Shall not regreete our faire Dominions, (Our part therein We banifh with your felues) 

Buttreadtheftrangerpathesof banifliment. 'To keepe the oath that we adminiftert 

Bui. Yourwillbe done; this mu fl my comfort c ) You neuer fhall, fo helpe you truth and God, 

That Sun that tvarmes you hecre, Avail (nine on Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

And thofe his golden beames vnto you licere lent, Nomeuerlooke vpon each others face, . 

Shall point on me, and guild my banifliment. N or neuer write j regreete, nor reconcile 

King. Norfolke, for thee remaines a hcauicr doo^ ' 
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TfitfrageXie *’ 

Thislouingteinpeft of your home-bred hate, 

Nor ncuer by aduifed purpofemeetc. 

To plotte, contriue,or complot any ill, 

Gain ft vs, our ftate, our fiibieds,or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

CWow. And I , to keepe all this. 

BhI. Norfolke,(b fare as to mine enemie ; 

By this time,had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foulcs had wandred in the ay re, 

Banifht thisfrailc Sepulchre of our flefh. 

As now our flefli is banifht from this land. 

Confelfe thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou haft farrc to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Mm>. No Bullingbrooke, ifeuer I wcreTraytour, 
My name beblotted from the Bookeoflife, 

And I from Heauen banifht, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, andd, do know, 

And alltoofoone ('Ifearej theKing fliallrew* 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. Vncle, euen in the glades of thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart ; thy fad afped 
Hath from the number of h is banifht yeares 
piuckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returnc with welcome home from banifhment. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word? 
FoiirelaggingWinters, and foure wanton Springs, 
End in one word • fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt . Ithanke my Liege, that in regard of nice, 
He fliortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile j 
But little vantage fhalll rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath tofipend 
Can change their moones,and bringtheir times about! 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewafted light 
Shall be extind with age and cndlelle night s 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done. 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonnc. ^ 



JXHrUHf 4* 




Kirm. Why Vnckle, thou haft many yeares toliua 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King; that thou cahft giue: 
Shorten my daies thou canft with fullen forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canft helpeTimeto furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

Kmg. Thy Sonne is banifht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdid gaue. 

Why at our iufticefeemft thou then tolowre l 

<7,awrf.Things fweet to taft, prooue in digeftionfowr*. 
You vrge me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger, not my child, 

To ftnooth his fault I would haue been more milde : 

A partiall (launder fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fbme of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftrid to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo j 
Sixe yeares we banifh him, and he lhall go. 

Au, Coofin farewell ; what prefence muft not know 
From whereyou doc remaine,let Paper fliow . 

. t lAUr. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
Thatthou returned: no greeting to thy friends ? 

Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thygriefeisbutthyabfenccfora time. 

‘Sul. Ioyabfcnt,gricfc is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 

Bui, To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 

Gaunt, Call it a trauatic that thou takft for pleafurc. 

C . Bid. 
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2?#4 My heartwill fighwhen Imifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

gaunt. The fullen patfage of thy wearie fteps 
Efteeme afoyle wherein thou art to fet, 

Th e precious I evvell of thy hoipereturne.. 

Bui. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make, 

Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wander from thelewels that I loue. 

Muft I not feme a long apprentifhood 
To forren palTagcs,and in the end, 

Hauingmy freedome,boall pf nothing elfe, 

Buithat 1 was a tourney-man to griefe? 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife mau ports and happy kauens. 

T each thy ncceflitie to reafon thus. 

There is no v.ertue likeneceflitie : 

Thinke not the King did banifli thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit,. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour,. 

And not the King exilde thee i or fuppofc 
Deuouringpefiilence hangs in our aire, 

And thou art flying to a ffefher clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thougoeft, not whence thou comefti 
Suppofe the finging birdsMufmons, 

The gralfe whereon thpu trcadft,the prefence flrowde. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy Heps, no more 
Then a delightfull meafiire,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hath lelfe power to bite 
The man thaemockes at it and fets it light. 

Bui Oh who can hold afier in his hand, , 

By thinking on the frofty Gaucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feafl i 
Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantafttcklummers heat f 
Oh no, the apprehenfipn of the good 



Giuebut the greater feeling to the worfe : - 5 > 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne. He bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would nor (lay . 

BttU ThenEnglands ground farevwll, fweetfoileadiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfethat beares me yet. •' ' ; 

Whcreere Iwander,boaft ofthislean, ; ,, 

Though baniiht yet a trueborne Englishman. Exeunt^ 

Enter the King with Bujhie , &c,at one dor e, and the 
Lord Auma'lc at the other , 

King. Wee didobferue,Coofin Humerle, 

How tarre broughtyou highHcrford on hisway? 

Aum. I brought high Herford, jf you c all him fo. 

But to the next high way,and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were filed? 

Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northcafi winde. 
Which then blew bitterly again!! our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King, What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 

Ah. Farewell, & for my heartdifdained that my tongue 
fiiould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 
Tocounterfaiteopprefsionof fuchgriefe, 

• That words feemd buried in my forrowes grauc • 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yeeres to his fhort banifhmeiit. 

He fhould haue hada volume of farewels - 
But fince it would nor, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, biittis doubt, 



Whetherour kinfman come tofeehis friends. 






OurfelfeandBufiiie, ,.L 
Obferued his courtfiiip to thecommon peoplfe, - 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, iino D uu : >J 
With humble and; familiar curtefie, • ) 

Witl^reucrencc he did throw away on Ilaues, rv .nA 

C it Roping 
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Wooing poorc Craftfmen with the craft of fmiles. 
And patient vnderbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to baniff their atfeds with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

Abrace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrey-men, my louing friends. 
As were our England, in rcuerlion his. 

And he our fubic&s next degree in hope. 




Enter Iohtt of Gaunt ficke, with the Duke of Yorke, &c t 
Gaunt. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft, 
In holfome counfell to his vnffayed youth i 
Torke.Vc* not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
For ail in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic; 

Where wordes are fcarce, they are fieldome fpent in value. 



Greene. W ell, he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts, For they breath truth that breath their words in paine 

_ V> .L _ 1 I. . L A - 1 » ■ 1 1 I __ ■ (T /a * ■» in Itfl/inArl mrtr* 



Now for tfie Rebels which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mamjage muft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfurc yeeld them further meancs 
For their aduantage, and your highnelfe Ioffe. 

Kmg. Wewillourfelfe in perfon to this Warrc> 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court 
Andliberalllarges,are grownefbmewhat light ; 

Wee are inf or ft tofarme our Royall Realme, 

The reuenue whereof lhall furnifh vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if thatcomeffort, 

Our fubftitutes at home lhall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they lhall know what men are rich. 
They fliallfubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Eh fine with nerves. 

Bujh. Old Iohn of Gaunt is gricuous ficke, my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fentpoft haft 
To intreate your Maieftieto vilitc htm* 

King. Where lies he? 

Bujh' At Elyehoufc. 

King. Now put it (God) into the Phifitions mind, 
Tohelpehimtohisgraue immediately: 

Thelyning ofhis Coffers Hi all make coates, 

T o decke our Souldicrs for thefe Irijh Warrcs. 

Come Gentlemen, letsall goe vifite him, 

Pray God we may make haft, and come too late : 
Amen. Exeunt* 



He that no more mu ft fay, is liftened more 
Thenthey whom youth and eafe hath taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends markt,then their liues before J 
The fctdng Sunne, and Muftcke at the glofe. 

As the laft taft of fweetes is fwceteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things longpaft.. 
Thou°h Richard my liues counfell would not heare, 
My deaths fad tale may yetvndeafehis eare. 

Torke. No, it is llopt with other flattering founds 
As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth dothalwaicsliften. 

Report of faff ions in proud ltalie r 
Whofe manners ftillour tardy apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation* 

Where doth the world t hr uR foorth a- vanitic, 






So it be new, there’s no refpedf how vile. 

That is not quickly buzd into-his eares i 
Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard, 

Where Will doth mutinie with Wittes regard. 

Dircd not him whofe way himfelfe will choofc, 

Tisbrcath thou lackft, and that breath thou wilt looie; 
Gaunt, Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird, 

> „ And thus expiring, doe foretell ofhim; 

* His raff fierce blaze of riot cannot laft: 

For violent fires foonc burne out themfelues. 

Small ffowers laft long, but fodaine ftormes are ffort : 

He tires betimes, that fpur s too faft betimes* 

Enltr ^ 3 With; 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 
Light Vanitie, infatiate cormorant, 

Confuniing meanes 1'oone prayes vponitfelfej 
This Royallthrone of Kings, this Sceptred He, 
T his earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden,demie Paradice,^ 

This Foretrefle built by Nature for herfelfc, 
Againft infection, and the hand of Warre 5 
This happy breed of Men, this little World, 
This precious Stone fet in the Siiuer Sea, 
Which ferueuesitin the office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie o fie He happier lands : 



CaW t. O hotv that name befits my compofttion, 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old ; 

Within me griefe hath kept a tedious fait, 

And who abftaines from meate,that is not gaunt . 

For fleeping England, longtime hauc I watchtj 
Watching breedesloanenetfoleanenelle is all gaunt-; 
The pleafiire that fome Fathers feedevppon, 

Isroy ftricktfaft, I meanemy Childrens lookes, 

And therein, falling haft thou made megaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofc hollow wombe inherits nought bnt bones. 

1 Km- Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names l 
Gaunt. No,miferiemakes fporttomockeitfelfe. 



This bleired plotte, this Earth, this Realme,this England, gj nce thou doftfeeke to kill my name in me, 

'T" I_ • \ 7 . TL . I_ • . : 1 _ £ L) 11 XT' . _/ . X7~ ^ 



O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King. Should dying men flatter thofe that hue l 
Gaunt, No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die. 
Kmc. Thou now a dyingfayft, thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dielt, though Ithe fickerbe. 
Kim. I am in health, I br eath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now hethat made me, knowes Ifee the* ills, 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 



This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyallKings, 

Feard by their breed,andfamous by their birth. 

Renowned in-their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian feruice and true chiualrie, 

AsistheSepulchreinftubbornelewrie, »oP; 

Of th e worlds Ranfome, bleifed Manes fonne ; 

This Land offuch deare foules, this deare dears land; 

Deare for her reputation through theworld, •)-: )() . 

Is now leaced out (1 die pronouncing it) Thy death-bed is no lefler then the Land, 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, And thou too carelelTe patient as thou art, 

Whoferockie fliqarebeateabacke theenuiousfiege Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 

Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhanie, Of thofe Philitions that nrft wounded thee i 

With Iilkie blottes,androtten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was . wibht to conquer others 
Hath madeaffiam.efull conqueftof itfelfc; 

Ah would the fcandall vaniffit with my life. 

How happy thgn were my enffiiilg death 5 



A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, ■ M 

Whofe compaffie is no bigger then thy head;. 

And yet inraged in fo fmall a verge, 

The wafte is no whittelfer then thy Land ; 
jDh had thy Grandftrewith aProphets eye, 

TCorke. The King is come, deale mildly with his youtfej Secne how His Sonnes tonne fliould deftroy his fonnes. 

For young hot Colts beingrag’de? do rags the more* From faorth thy reach ne wo uld haue lay d thy 

0 . ® D D Depofing thee beforethou wert polleft* 

Enter the King audj^ucene, Which art potleft now to depofe thy felfe. 

J^ueene, HowfaresournobleVncleLancafter? Why Cooun wert thou regent ofthe world. 

King. Whatconifort man J how iff with agedt/^- h were a fhame to etthis Lap. y Leafc » 



Gni* 



Boer 










■; I-™;*' 
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But for thy world enjoying but this land. 

Is it not more then ihamc to lliame it fo ? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King 
T hy ftate of law is bond-llaue to the law, & 

And thou. 

King. Ah lunatick leane^witted foolc. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With Hirie from his natiuc refidence. 

Now by my Seates right Royall nlaieftie 
W ert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonnc, 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thy head, 

Should runne thy head from thy vnrererent (boulders. 

Gaunt. Oh fpare me not my brother Edwards fonnc,' 
For that I was his Father Edwards k bnne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother giocesler, plaine well meaning foulc, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foules, ► 
May be a prefident and witnctle good. 

That thou refpe&’ft not fpilling EJmtrdt blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent fickaefte that I haue, 

Andthy vnkindnes be like crooked age, 

T o crop at once a too long withered flower, 
liue in thy ftiame, but die not ihamc with thee : 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my grauc, 

Louc they to liue, thatloue and honour haue. 

£xti, 

King. And let them die, that age and fullens haue, 

For both haft thous and both become the graue. 

Torke. I do befeechyour Maieftie impute hiswords 
T o wayward iicklinefle and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holdsyou deere, 

As Harry Duke of Hcrford : , were he heere. 

King. Right,you fay true ; asHwf^d/loue,fohis:' 

As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 

tfrAl 






X»,b.My Liegt, 

Km. Whatfayesbeci (M 

North. Nothing, all Is fayd } 

His tongue is now a ftringlelfe inftrument. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muftbe : 

Somuchforthat. Nowtorour/r^Warres: 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 
Which liue like venome, where, no venome cue 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great aftayres do askefome charge. 
Towards our afsirtance we do feazeto vs, 

The Plate, Coyne,Reuenewes, and pioueables 
Whereofour VncklcG^f didftand pollelt. 

Torke. How long (hall I be patient? Ah how long 

Shall tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 
NotGlocefters death, nor Herfords bamfliment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wroags, 

Nor the prevention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriage, nor iiiy pwriedifgrace, . . 

Haue euer made me Tower my patient checker 
Or bendonewrinckleon.my Soueraignes face? 
t fKAnrvKlp V-warth Sonnes* * 





j j-atner i^nuccui 

in warre, was neuerLion ragemorefierce :. 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Latfabe more milde 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 
His face thou haft, for euen folookt he, 
AccompMt with a number of thy hourcs 5 
But when he frowned, it wa&againft the French* 
And notagainfthisFriendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand hadwonne : 
His hands wereguiltie of no kindred bloody 
fhppnpmip.qnf hi.<; kinn^. 
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Comeon our Queene,.to morrow muft wcpart, { 
$emerry, for our cimeqfftay jsjhgrt, jcfj .. ; 

E xeunt King and gueene. Manet North* 

North. WeU Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcr is dead. 

Kofi. And liuingtoo, for no\y his t fonnc is Duke. 
MUotiih* . , , ; -ayj 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

Rolfr. My heart is great, but it muft breake with filence, 
Er’c bedisburdened with a liberal! tongue.. 

North. Nay fpeakthy mindj&let him nere ipeak more, 
Thatfpeakesthy words againe,j£Q do theeharmc. 

Wtllough. T end’s that thou wouldft fpeake, to the D. or 
If itbe Io,out with it boldly man, (HcrfordJ 

Quicke is mine eare to heareof good towards him. 

Rojfe. No good at all, that I can dodfor him: 

Vnleifeyou callitgood, topittyhim. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. j : . 

North. Now aforeGod t’is lliamefuch wrongs are hpflW 
In him a Roy all Prince, and many mo 

M Ofnoble blood in .this declining land: 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your headj The King is not himfelfe,but bafely led 

You loofe a thoufanid well difpqfed hearts, By flatterers, and what they will inrorme. 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts, Meerely i n hate again ft any or vs all, 

Which honour and allcgeancecannot thinke. That will the King feuerelyprefecutc 

King. Thinke whatyou will, wefeizc into our hands, i Again ft vs, our hues, ourchildren^ndour heires. 

- - The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 

And quite loft their hearts. The NobJes,hatb hefin,’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite Ipjft their hearts. 

WilloHgh. And dayly new exa&ions are deuifd, 
AsBlancks,Beneuolences,and Iwotnot what. 

North. But what a Gods name doth become of this ? 
Witto. Warreshath not Waftedit; for Warr-dhehathnot, 
Butbafely yeildedvpon compromife, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes X 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 
r R^jfe. The Earle of Wiltfhirehath the Rcalmein farsne. 
The King’s growae banckrout like a broken man. 

t> t Notih* 



Ok Richard! Torke is too farre gone with griefe. 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 

King. W hy Vnclc, whats the matter^ 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 
Ifnot, I pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withal]- 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your hands, 

T he royalties and rights of banifh r Herford? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herford 1/ue } 

Was not Gaunt iuft? andis not Harrytruci 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 

Is not his heyre a welldcferuing fonne# ; 

Take Herfordr right away, and take from time, 

His Charters and his cuftomarierightS} 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy fclfe j For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequcnce, and fucceflion i 
Now afore God , God forbid-I fay true, 

Ifyou doe wrongfully ieize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 
By his attournies generall to fue 
His liuery,and deny his offered homage, 









His plate, his goods, his money and hisLand, di 
Torke. lie not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereofi ther’s none can tell : 

But by bad courfes may be vnder flood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. Exit, 

King . Go Rufhie, to theEarle of Wiltfliire ftraiglk, 

Bid him repayre to vs to LY^houfe, >r : ' 1 

T ofee this bufmelfej to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow j 
And wee create in abfence ofour felfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Gouernourof England}- 
For he is iuft, and&Waks loued vs well : . <■/ i- 1 

Co® « 
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iWrr£. Repfoachand defolUtionhangeth ouerhim, 
/Jojftf. He hath not Money For thefe Iri[h Warres, 
His burthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke. 

North. His noble kmfman mod degenerate King ? 
But Lords, we- heare this fearefull tempeft fing, 
Yetieekeno iheltcrto atioyde theftorme. 

We Ice thcWinde fit lore vjiortou r Sailes, 

And yet we ftrike not, butfecurely perifh. 

Rojfe. We fecthe very Wracke that we rnuft fuffer, 
Antl vnauoyded is thedanger now, 



mm 



But if you a s fear i.ng to • 

Stay, and befeerct, and myJelfe will go. . . 

jjjfe. Xo horfe, to horfe,vrge doubts to them that fea . 

mllo. Hold out my horfe, and I will fir ft be there. 

JLxcatit* 

• i. Jliii* uatsl/vji. -ush.* -*^**-* 'jjj 

Enter the ^eeneyBHjhiejandBagofi, £ sffij 

Bftfb. Madanij y outMaieflie is toomuch ladde. 

You promilt when you parted with the King, 

To lay alide halfe-harming heauinelfe. 

And enfertamea cheerefull difpolition. 

Q m cne, Topleafe the King I did, topleafemyfelfe 



FoVfufferiflefo tiiedmfes# ounvracke. V ’ I cajhot doo it ; yet I know no cautc 

- North: blot io j euenthrbligh the hollow eies of death, Why I (hoaildwelcotoefuch ^ ed as ^ ne c » 



!| Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft 
As my fweete Richard: yet againe me thinks 

1 P. A 1 A 0 «« Li m a ■ % in f** 



I efpielifepecring; but 1 dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

" Wil. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doftours, 

Rojfe. Be confident-to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe ; andfpeakingfo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus 1 1 haue from Le port hlan 
( A Bay in Britaine ) receiudc intelligence. 

That Harry Duke ofHerford, Raynold L. Cobhamy 
That late broke frorii the Duke of Exeter 

His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, Diftinguifn forme : foyour fweete Maieftie, 

Sir John Norberie, fir Robert Waterton^& ^ran ‘^Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

All thefc.wellf umtllied by the Duke of Britain , Findlhapes of griefe more then himfelfe to v 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Wane, 



Some vnbornc Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe, 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, at fome thing it grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujb. Each fubftancc of a griefe hath twenty lhadowes 
Which fliewes like griefe it felfe, but is net for 
For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuides one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like perfpediues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion, eydeawry. 



Find lhapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile. 
Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 



Are makinghither with all due expedience. Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

Andikortly meane to touch our Northern lore, More rhenvour Lords denartnre weene not. n 



Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland: 

If then we fhall fhake off our Countries flauilhyoke, 
Inapc out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the blemifht Crowne, 
Wipe of theduft that hides our Scepters guilt, 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe, 
Awaywith me inpofttoRauenfpurgh: 



More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (feene. 

Which forthings true, weepes things imaginarie, 

£)ueene> It may be fo, but yetmy inward Soule 
Perfwades me it is otherwile : how ere itbc, 

I cannot but be fad j foheauiefad, ^ 

As though on thinking on, ho thought I thinke. 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and fhunke, 

D 3 k guffMo 
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Ohfuil of carefull bufmeik are his lookes.: 

Vnckle/or Gods fake fpeake comfercablejyords. , •• 

Torke. Should I doio, I Ihouldjjelytt^ thoughts, 
Comfort's in heauen, and we are on: the earth. 




"Sufi 

Jpueene. 

From fomc forefather G riefe 
For nothinghath begot myfomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 gricue, 

Tis in reveriionthat i doe polIeUe : 

But what it is, thar is not yet knowne, what £ 

Icannotnatne,tisnameleirewoeItvot. 

Greene. God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlautt Where nothing liues but crolfes, care, and 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for I reland* Your Husband he is gone to faue farje off , • 

Queens. Why hoped thou fo ? tis better hope heitj Whilft others cometo make himloofe at hoPWft bly 
For his defignescraue haft, his haft good hope: ...i; Heereamllefaowndetpropihls ■_ :s: yj 

Then wherefore Soft thou hope he is not ihipt? ■ Who weake with age, cannot fupportmyklte. 

Greene* T hat be our hope might haue retirde hispow Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made. 

And driuen into defpairean enemies hope, Now fliall he trie his friends that flattered him*. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this-land, Seruing. My Lord, your fpnne yya? gone b$rpte *camej 

The baniflit Bullm^rooke repeales himfelfe, Torke. Hew^s, why fo 5 go all which wayittwifl.- 

And with vplifted armes isiafeariude a t Rauenlhmk The Nobles they are fled, theCommons they arfrcoJ ? 
Now God ill heauen forbid. And will (I feare) reuolt on Herfards^* ‘ 

Greene. Ah Madam j tis too tru c ; and thatisworfc /Sirra, gettheetoPlaibie tomy (lfterGloce er, 

.. Lord Northumberland, his young S 09 H. Percie, Bid her fendmeprefentlya^houflmtl^punUkr; 
ne Lords of RoiTejBeaumbnd, and Willoughbie, Noldtake. my Mng, lE ‘ l .h ni Ajjf 

With alltheirpowerfuU friends,are fled to him." N '*■ - 

Bttjb* Why haueyou not proclaimd Northumbdi; J° day Icameby and called there} _ 1 iJ . 

And the reft ofther<Mokingra<ftion,traytoiirs! mf*K^*W* l ** a > ! :; v 

Greene, We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Wctcello,^ Tt*$f» Vn >.® , tk .. .t. ,^r W. . 

Hath broke his Stafle, refignd his Stewardfliip, . 

And all the houihold feruants fled with himto s Bulling - y. 

* 4n- & k G T Ml T‘“ U^JVlidwifcofmyti'Ot, <• j wol M t o G od 

And Bulljngbroofce, my forrowesdifmall heire : (SomyvntrotlUudnotpronokthimtoit)^ 



k £1* T v ’ *r ?** : ft (TIT; 3 vTTD! 

r m wWTOfpPpT.. 

Gome Sifter, CoonnI would fay $ pray pardon me s 
Goe fellow, get thee home,prouide Jjome Cart*> 

And bring away the Armour thatis.jtirere, 

' Gentlemen, will you goe mufteraen i 



*Bufb. Difpairenot Madam 
<£neme. Who fliall hinder, me / 

I will difpaire and be at enmitie 
With couetoushbpe, he is a flatterer. 
Aparafite, akcepeijbacke of death, 
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If 1 know how or which way toorderthefc affayrcs ' 
Thus diforderly thtull into my hands, 

N eucr bcleeue mee : both ace my kinfrnbri ; 

T one is my Souerainge, whome both my oath • 

Anddutie bidsdcfend : t'other agaiiie, 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong'd. 

Whom Confcifinceand my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, fomewfratwemuft doc: 'come Coofin, 

He difpofe of you • .Gentlemen, goe mufter ?p yourm; 
And meetemcprefcntly at Barckly; 

I fliould ftj Plafhte too, but time will not permit : 

All is vncuen, and euery thing isleftat fi^eand feaun, 
Exeunt ‘EMkjey&^Heene: maheht Btifhie andGm r 
Bufh, The Wind fits faire for newcs to gofor/rrW, 
But none returned. For v s to leuie power 
Proportionable tothe enetnie, is all vnpoffible. 

Greene i Bbfides, dor n eerefietle to th e King inlout, 

Is nder-cthe hate ofthofe k>ue not the King. 

Bag* And that is the wauering Gommonsjfortheitl 
Lies in their Purfes, and wKofoemptiesthbm, 

By fo mucMIs their heartswith deadly hate. 

Bufb. Wherein the King Hands generally Condihis. 

then iodowe, 

Becaufe we euer haue been r fieertithe King. ' 

Greene. Well, I will fdr refuge ftraiight to Brill. Cit 
The Earle of Wiltshire is already there. < 

Bnfh. Thither wiihvill 1 with you, for little office 

Will the vs, 

Excepr like trcy'tcsrtr.e- Vs'ajl^ in'pcoccs : 1 I 

Will you goe along witbVi ? 

Bag, No, I willto/reirW'tohis'Maicftie: 
Farewell, if hearts pre/ages be not vaine. 





Greene, 

Is numbringSauua, «huui,iumuc — j- n 

Where one on ftVfide fights, th ou fan d s will 
Farewell at once, for Mce,for alLan4 ! etier. 



Bttpj. Well,wecmay mecteagaine. 

Bag. Ifearcmeneucr. 

Enter Hereford/. Mnthumbermd. 

Bull. How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now l 
North* Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Glocefteriliirc, 

Thefcbtghwild hils and rough vneuenwayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome, 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beetle as fugar, 

Making the hard way fweet and dele&able : 

ButI bethinkemewhatawearie way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotihall will be found, 

I n Bojfe and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
1 The tedioufneiie and p roc e lie of mytrauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefite that I polfeife, 

And hope to ioy is little lell'e in ioy. 

Then hopeinioyed : by thisthe wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort, as minehath done, 

By (E'ght of what 1 haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lelfe value is my company, 

Then your good words. But who comes hccrc? 

Enter Harry Percie. 

North. It is my fonne, young Harris Pcrfie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenfoeuer : 

Harry, how fares your Vnckle i (of you 

Per . I had tfioughtniy Lord to haue learned his health 
North . Why? is he not withtheQueene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hathforfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe of office, anadifperfl: 

The houfhold of the King. 

North. What was his realon? he was not fo refolu’d. 
When laft we fpake together. 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lordfiiip was proclaimed traitour; 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

Tooiferfcruice to theDukeof Herford, 

And fent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

E What 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 

Then with directions j to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Herford, boy { 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer inmy life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now, this is the Duke, 
H. P, My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder dates lhall ripen and confirmc 
T o more approued feruice and defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Bertie, and be fure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule remembringmy good friends s 
And as my fortune ripens with thy louc. 

It (hall be (till thy true loues recompence, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Wane,* 
H.P. There ftandsthe Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I haue heard : 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkley , and Seyrnor , 
None elfe of name and noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with fpurring,fieric red with haft. 

Bui. WekomemyLords,Iwptyourk>uepurfues ' 

’ A baniflit Traitour ; all my treafurie 
Jsyetbut vnfelt thanks, which moreenricht, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe., Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord, 

ml. And farrefutmounts our labour to attaine it. 
Bull . Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant fortune comes to yeares, 
Standsfor my bounty : but whocomes heere ? 

Nor. I t is my Lord of Barkeley, as f guefle... 

Bank. My Lord of Herford, my melTage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwere is to Laneafter, 

And Lam come tofeeke that name in England, 



. 



And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark- Miftakemenot my Lord,t*is not my meaning 
To race onetitle of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

The Duke oi Yorke, to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bui. I fhall not need ttanfportmy words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : Mynoble Vnckle l 
Yorke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whofe duety is deceiueahle and falie. 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle! 

Yorke, Tut, tut, grace me no grace, nor Vnckle me n» 
I am no trai tours Vnckle^ and that word Grace ( Vnckle, 
In anvngracions mouth,is but prophane : 

Why haue thofe baniflit and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a duft of England: ground ? 

But more then whyi Why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull bofome, 

Fryting her pale-facde Villages with Warrc, 

And oftentation of defpifed Armes l 

Comft thou becaufe th’annoynted King is liencci 

Why foolifh boy, theKingis left behind. 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord offuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and ttly felfe, 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Aiars of men. 

From foorth the rancks of many thoufands French, 

O then how quickly fliould this arrne of mine., 
Nowprifoner to the Paulfey, chaftifethec. 

And mini fter corre&ion to thy fault J 
Bui. My gracious V nckle, let me know my fault. 

On what condition (lands it, and wherein 1 
Yorke • Euen in condition of the word degree, 

In grolfe rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thou art a baniflit man, and heere art collie, 

E * Before 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes againftfliy Soueraigne.. 

Bui, As I was banifht, I was banifht Herford , 
But as I come, I come for Lancafier : 

And noble Vrickle, I befeech your grace, 
Looke on my wrongs with an i ndifferent eye ; 
You are my Father, or me thinks in you 



= W.LU 



ctjoiubr' 



I fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that 1 lhall hand condemn'd 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluck? from my Armes per force, and giuen away 
ToVpftartVnthrifts? wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Cooiin King, be King of England, 
Icmuftbegrauntedlam Duke of Lancafter: 

You haue a Sonne, zsiumerle, my noble Coofin, 

Had yon firft died, and he beenethus trod downe, 

He lliouldhaue found his V nckle Gaunt a Father, 

To rouze his wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay,. 

I am denied tpfue my liuerieheere, 

And yet my letters patents giuemeleaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftrain’d andfold. 

And thefc, and all, are all amiffe employed. 
Whatwouldyou haue medoe? Iam a Subiedf, 

And I challenge Law; Atturniesaredenide mey 
And therefore perfonally I laymydaime 
To my inheritance of free defcent. 

North , The nobleDuke hath been too much abufde 
Ro(fe. 1 1 hands yoUr Grace vpon, to do him right. 
Willo. Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 
Torke. My Lords of England, let me tellyou this; 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs, 

And laboured all 1 could to do him right; 

But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 

Be his owne caruer, and cut out his way, 

To find outright withwrong, itmay not be: 

And you that doabettehim in this kind, 

Cherifli Rebellion., and are Rebels all* 

North. ThenqbleDuke hath fworne, his comming^ 



But for his owne; and for the Right of that, 

Weall haue ftrongly fworne to giuehtm ayde i 
And let him ne’re fee ioy that breakes that oath. 

V Torkf. Well, well, I fee the iffueof thefe Armes? 

1 cannot mend it,l muff needs confeffe, 

1 Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left ; 

But if I could, by him that gaue me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the Soueraigne mercy of the King : 

But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne to you, 

1 do rcmaine as newter ;'fo fare you well, 

Vnleffeyou pleafetoenterin the Caftle, ;• 

And there repofe you for this night. 

Bui. An offer V nckle that we will accept, 

But we mu ft winne your Grace to go with vs 
: To Bnfitm Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bufbie, Bagot, and their co.mplicies. 

The Caterpillersofthe Common-wealth; 

Which I haue fworne to weede and plucke away . 

Torke. It may bel will go with you; but yet ile paufe. 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcomeyou are, 

Things paftredrelTe, are now with me part care, 

; 

Enter Earle of of Salisburies and a Welch C dp taint, 
Welch. My Lord of Salisbury, we haue ftaide ten daies, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together; 

And yet we heare no tidings from the King, 

Therefore wc will difperfe our felues : farewell, 

‘ Salif. .Stay yet another day, thoutrufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Welch. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not flay. 
The Bay-trees in oflr Countrey all are withered. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres of heauen J 
The pale-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth, 

. Andleane-look’tProphetswbifperfearefull change, 

Rich men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunce and leape. 
The one in feare to loofe what they enioy. 

E 3. TJ 






rm. Trqgmny 

The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of King*. 

Farewell, our Countrimcn are gone and flcd> 

As well allured Richardt\\zitYdng is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard j with eies of heauic mind, 

I fee thy glorie like a (hooting ftarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, 

Thy funne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends arc fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And croflely to thy good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke of Herford, York e, Northumberland 
Bufhieand Greene Pnfoncrs, 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bujhie and Greene, I will not vexcyourfoulcs 
Since prefently your foulesmuft part your bodies* 
With two much vrging your pernicious liucs, 

For t'were no charitie $ yet to wafli your blood 
From ofF*ay hand j, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold forne caufes ofyour death. 

You haue mif-led aPrince, a Royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in blood and lineaments. 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You hauein manner with yourfinfullhowres. 
Made a diuorcebetwixthis Queeneandhisn, 

Broke the profeflion of a Royall bed 



Saue mens opinions, and myliuing blood. 

To (hew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more then twice all this. 
Condemns you to the death •* fee them deliuered ouer 
To execution and the hand of death. 

'Bufb. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me* 

Then Bullingbrooketo England : Lords farewell. 

Greene , My comfort is, that heauefl will take ourfoules, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland , fee them difpatcht t. 
Vncklc, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Gods lake fairelie let her be entreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
i With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull , Thanks (gentle Vnckle : ) come Lords, away, 

, To fi ght with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. - j Exeunt i 



Enter the King, usiumerle, Carltle * &c* 

King. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand/ 

Aa. Y ea my Lord ; how brook's your Grace the ayre 
After your late tofling on the breaking Seas? 

King. N eed s mu ft I like it well, I weepe for ioy, 

To ftand vpon my kingdomeonce aga'ne- 

And ftaind the bcautie ofa fayre Queenescheekes, Deareearth, I doe (alute thee with my hand, 

With tearesdrawnc from her eies with your foule wrongV Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes; 

, r /- ... As along parted mother with her Child, 

Plaies fondliewith her teares, and (miles in meeting 
So weeping, fmiling, greet Ithce my earth. 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, ray gentle earth, * 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, . 

But let thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, . 

From mine owne windowes tornc my houlholdcoate, P? 1 °' n l 8 annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Rac't out my impreife, leaning me noiigne, Whichwithvfurpmgftepsdotramplethees 



’ ’ **** *-***vu vico vr ttl* y wi 

My felfe a Prince by fortune ofmybirth, 
Neeere to the King.in blood, and neere in loue, 
T ill they d id make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftoopt my necke vnder your injuries. 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forren clouds. 
Eating the bitter bread of baniflnnent, 

While you haue fedde vpon my (cgniories, 
Difparkt my Parkes,and feld my forreft woods, 



¥edds 
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Yecld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

Andwhen they from my bofonte plucke aflower 
Guard it I pray thee.with a lurking Adder, 
Whofedouble tongyemay with a mortall touch, 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes enemies : 
Mocke not my fenflelfe conjuration Lords : 

This earth fhallhaue a feeling, and thefe ftoncs 
Proouc armed Souldiers ere her natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Car 4 Feare not my Lord, that power that m; 

Hath power to keepe you King in fpite of all} 

The meanesthat heauensyeeld rnuft be imbrac’t 
And not negletfled, Elfe hcauen would, 

And we would not; heauens offer, we refufe 
The pooffered meanes of fuccours and redrefle. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remilFc) 
Whilft B ti'lingbrooke^ through our fecuritie, 

Grewes ftrong and great infubftance andin power. 
King, Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when the fearching eic of heauen is hid 
Behind theglobe thatlights thelower world, 

Then theeuesandrobbers range abroadevnfcene, 

J n murthers,and in outrage bioodie heere. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires theproud tops ofthe eaflernepmes, 

And darts his light. through euery guilty hole ; 

Then murders, treafons, and detefled finnes, 
Thecloake pf night being pluckt from oft' their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour Bullingbreoke ; 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blufhing in his face, 

Notable to endurethe fight of day. 

But felfeaffrighted, trembled at his finite. 

Not all the W ater in the rough rude Sea, 

Can wafii the balrnc off from an anneynted King 



The breath of worldly men can cannot depoft 
The deputy elected by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullmgbrsoke hath preft 
To lift fhrewd ftecle againfl our golden Crowne, 

God for his Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel i then if Angels fight, 

Wcakc men muft fall, for heauen ftili guards the right. 
Enter Salijb. 

King. Welcome my Lordthow farre offlies y©ur power? 
Salijh. Not neere, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord: 
Than this weake arme ; difeomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeake of nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyefterday, bid T ime returne. 

And thou (halt haue twelue thoufand fighting men t 
Today, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy ftate ; 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bttllingbrooke-, difperft, and fled, (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo- 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, flic from my fide. 

For Time hath feta blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
Kmg. 1 had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maieftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, arme, my name a puny fubiefl ftrikes 
Atthy great glory, looke notto the ground, t 

YceFauoui ites of a King, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts,! know my Vnckle Torke (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

. Screope. More health and happindfe betide my Liege, 

F Then 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King. Mine eare is open, and tny heart prepard, 
Theworft is worldly lode thou canftvnfold, 

Say, is my kingdome loft ? Why twas my care, 

And what lode is it to be rid of c^re ? 

Stnues Btrilingbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he Hull not be ; if he ferue God, 

Weele ferue him too, and be his fellow lb. 

Reuoltoqr Subieds. ? that we cannot mend, 

They breakc their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine,and decay. 

The word is death, and death will haue his day. 

Stereo. Glad anil, that your Highneftie is fo armd 
To beare the tidings of calamities 
Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day. 

Which make the (iluer. Hjucrs drown their ffiowers, 

As if the world were.all diflolud to teares,. 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bnllingbrooke , coueringyour fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, aud hearts harder then ileclc? 
White beards haue armd their thinne and hairelelfefcalpj 
Againft thy Maieftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiftevnwildk armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadfmen learne to bend their browes,. 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Ycadiftaffe women mannage ruftie bilks : 

Againft thy feate bothyoungand old rebel); 

And all, goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King. To well, to well thou celft a tale fo ill, 

‘Where is the Bade of Wikfhire?. where is Bagotf 
What is become of Bulhie? where is Greene ?; 

That they haueletthedangerousenemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful! fteps, 

If we preuaile, their heads fiiallpay for it: 

I .warrant they haue made peacewith Bnllingbrooke, 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King. Qh Yillaines, vipers, damnd without redemption 

pogs 



Dogs cafily wonne-tofawne on any mam 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that fting my heart , 

Three 1 udaifes, each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they make peace? terrible hell 
Make warre vpon their ipotted foules for this, 

Scro . Sweeteloue’s (Ifee) changing: his property 
Turnes tothefowreft and mod deadliehatc. 
Againevncurfe theirfoules, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt theworft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllow grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Anm. Is Bulhie, Greene, & theEarle ofWiltftiire dead? 
Scro, Y ca,all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 
King. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graues, ofwormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper, and with rainie eyes 
Write forrow on the bofome oftheeartb, 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of wils x 
And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue ourdepofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our liues, and all are Bullingbrookes , 

And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmall modell of the barren earth, 

Which ferues as paft andcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fakelet vs fitvpon theground? 

And tell lad {lories ofthe death of Kings, 

How fome haue becnedepofde,lbme flaine in warre, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiucs, fome deeping kild. 

All murthered : forwithinthehollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepcsdeath his Court, and thcrethe antique fits, 

Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

To Monarchife, be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

Asifthis flefh which walks about our life, 

£ % Were 
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TbeTragedte e>j 

Were BralTe impregnable : and humordthus, 

Comes at the latt, and with a little pin 
Bores through his Caftle walles, and farewell King. 
Couer your heads, andmocke not fleih and blood) 
With folemne reucrence throw away refpe<ft, 
Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, 

1 liue with bread like you, feele want, 

T aft griefe , need friends ; fubiefted thus. 

How can you fay to mce, I am a King ! 

Carl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc fit and waile their wots 
But prefently preuent the waies to waile. 

To feare the foe, fince feareoppreiTeth ftrength, 
Giues in your weakeneiTe ftrength vnto your foe, 
Andfoyour follies fightagainft yourfelfe ; 

Feare, and be flaine, no worfe can come to fight : 

And fightanddie, is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Attm, My Father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnetomakeabody of a limme, 

Kmg. T hou chidft me well; proud 'BuBngbrooke, I come 
Tochangcbloweswiththecforour day of doome; 
This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblow ne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope , Where lies our V nckle with his power f ' 
Speakefweetly man, although thy lookes be fower. 

Scroope* Men iudge by the complexion of theskie, 
The ftate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to lay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall, 

T o lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken : 
Your Vnckle7W-^is ioyn’d with Bulhngbrooke, 

And all yourNortherne Caftlesyeelded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vpon his partie. 

King, Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befiirew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 



0 



Of that fweet way I was in to difpaire. 

What fay you now i What comfort haue we now ? 

By heauen lie hate himeuerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle, there ile pine away, 

A King woes fiaue, (hall kingly woe obey : 

That power I haue; difeharge, and let them go 
To eare the Land that hath fomehope togrow t 
For 1 haue none; let no than fpeake againe Jsidoki * 

To alter this, for counfell is but vaine, *• - > 

Aum, My Liege one word. 

King. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue : . 
Difchargemy followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to BuUingbrookes faire day. 

Enter Bull. York?, North* 

Bull* So that by this intelligence we learne, 

The Welchmen are difpearft, and Salisbury 
Is goneto meete theKing,who lately landed 
With fome few priuatefriehds, vpon this coaft. 

North* Thenewesis very faire and good, my Lord: 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head, 

Yorke. It w ould beleeme the Lord Northumberland , 

T o fay. King Richard, alacke the heauie day, 

When fuch afacred King,(houldhide his head. 

North. Y our Grace miftakes; oncly to be briefe, 

Left I his title out. 

Tor .The time hath bin,fhould you hane bin fo briefe with 
He would haue bin fo briefe to ihorten you, (him 

For taking fo the head, your whole heads length, 

Bui. Miftakc not (Vnckle) further then you ihould. 
Yorke. Take not f good Coolin)further then you ihould 
Leaftyou miftake theheauens are ouer your heads. 

Bui, I know it V nckle, and oppofe not my fefe 
Againft their wiiles. But, who comes heere i Enter Percy , 
Welcome Harry ; What, will not this Cafte yceld? 

Hen. Ter* The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thy entrance. 



F 3 



BttlL 
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jastMs. 

TbeTngedie 

Bull. Roy ally, why it containes no King. 

H. Per. Y cs ('my good Lord) 

It doth containe aKing, King Richard\m 
With the limits of yon lime and ftone. 

And with him the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisburie, 

Sir Stephen Scroope, belides aCleargieman 
Of holiereuerence,who I cannot learne. N 
North, Oh belike iris the Bifliop of Carleile. 

Bui . NobleLords, 

Go to the ruderibbesof that ancient Cattle, 
Through braten Trumpet fend the breath of parlee 
Into his ruinde earcs, and thus deliuer. 

H. Bui. on both hr* knees, doth kills king Richardt hand 
Andfends aUeageance and true faith of heart 
To hisRoyailperfon 4 hither come 
Euenat hisfeete,tolay my acmes andpower; 
Prouided.that my banilbmentrepeald. 

And lands reftored againebe freely graunted ; 

If not, ile vfe cheaduantage of my power, 

And lay the Bummers duft with fliowres of blood, 

Raind from the woundsof flanghteredEnglinflimeni 

The which, how far off from the mind of Bulltngbmk 
It is,(iich chrimton tempetl Ihould be drencht. 

The frefli greene lap of fameKing Richards land, 

My Hooping dutietenderlie fhall Ihcw. 

Go fi guide as much, whilehere we march 
Vponthe gratfie carpet of this plainc ; 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatning drumme, 
That from this Cattles tattered battlements. 

Our faire appointments may bewellperuld. 
Mcthinks King Richard and my felfe Ihould mcete 
With nolelfe terrour then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundringfmoakc, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheek es of heauen. 
Bchethe Fire, Hebe the yeelding Water ; 
Theragebe his,whiift ontheearth Iraigae 

My Water’s on the earth, and not on him: 

March on, and marke King Richard how helookcs. ^ 









The Trumpet found, 'Richard appeareth on the mlltt, 
Bull. See, fee. King Richard doth himfelfe appear^ 
As doth the bluihing difcontented Sunne 
From out the fierieportall of the Eaft, 

VVhen he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glorie, and to ftaine thetracke 
Of his bright patfage to the Occident. 

7 'orke. Y et lookes he like a King, behold his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foortk 
Controlling Maieftie* alatkefor woe, 

That any harme Ihould ftaine fo faire a ihew, 

King. We are arnazd, and thus long haue we flood. 
To watch the fearefull bending ot thy knee, 

Becaufe we thought ©ur felfe the lawfull King J 
And ifwe be, how darethy ioynts forget 
To pay their awefull dutie to our prefence i 
If we be not, fhew vs the hand of God 
That hath difmift vs from our Stewardfhip t 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone, 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

VnlelFe he do prophane, fleale, or vfurpe ; 

And though you thinke that ali as you haue, done* 
Haue torne their foules, by turning them from vsy. 
And we are barren and bereft of friends t 
Yet know, my Maifter Go d omnipotent. 

Is muttering in his clouds on our behalf?. 

Armies of Peftilence, and they fballftrike 
Your Children yet vnbornc, and vnbegot, 

That lift y»ur vaflaile hands again ft my head. 

And threat the glorie of my precious Crownc. 

Tell Bnllingbreoke (for yon me thinks he ftands) . 
Thateueric ftridehe makes vpon my land, 

Is dangerous treafon :■ he is come to open 
The purple T eftament of bleeding Warre : 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, liue in peace, * 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of mothers Tonnes, 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, . 

Change thecomplesion of Mayd-pale peace, 




To 
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To fcarlet indignation, and bedeaw 
Her pallors gralTe with faithfull Englifh blood. 

North. The King of Heauen forbid, our Lord the l; 
Shouldfo withciuill and vnciuillarmcs 
Bcrulht vpon* Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry 'Bullmgbrooke doth humbly kilfe thy hand, 

And by the honourable Tombe hefweares, 

That hands vpon your royal! Grandfircs bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpring from one moil gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 
Comprifing all that may be fworne or faid, 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy Roy all partie graunted once, 
Hisglittering Armeshewill commend to ruft, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie. 
Thisfweareshe, as he isa Prince iufl ; 

And a* I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

- King* Northumberland, fay thus ; the King returnes 
Hi* jjoble Coofin isright welcome hither, 

Ann all the number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accomplifht without contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft ; 

£peake to his gentle hearing kind commends: 

We doe debafe our felues ( Coofin) do wee not ? 

T o looke Co poorely, and to fpeake fo faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo diet 1 , 

Aunt. No good my Lord, lets fight with gentle wot 1 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hclpfull fwo^- 
King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue ot n® 1 
That laid the fentencc of dread banifliment 
On you proud man, fliould takeit off againe, 

With words of footh ! Oh that I were as great, 

' 



As is my griefe, or leller then my name I 
Or that 1 could forget what I haue been 1 
Or not remember what I muft be now ! 

Swell'ft thou (proud heart, ) He giu c thee fcope to beat 
Since foes haue fcope to beat both thee and mce» 

Aunt. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbrookg * 
Ktng. What muft the King do now i muft he lubmic ? 
The King (hall do it: Muft he bedepofde ? 

TheKing (hall be contented : Muff he loofc 
The name of a King i a Gods name let it goe : 

; lie giue my j ewels for a fet ofBeades ! 

My gorgeousPallace,for a Hermitage: 

. My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gowne; 

My figurde Goblets, for adilh of Wood s 
My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe: 

My Subiefts, for a payre of carued Saints : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Crauej 
Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGraue, 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubiefts feete 
May hourely trample on their Soueraignes head $ 

For on my heart they tread now w hilft Iliue: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head i 
Aumerlej. hou weepeft(my tender-hearted Coofin) 

W eele make foule weather with defpifed teares } 

Our fighes, and they, (halllodgc the fummer cornc, 
And make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or (hall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make fome pretty match with (heading teares. 
And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire of Graues 
Within the earth: and therein layde j their lies 
• Two kinfmendig'd their Graues with weeping eyes ? 

W ould not this ill doe well ? well well 1 fce, 

I talke but idlely,and you laugh at mee. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King Bullmgbrooke, will his Maieftie 
Giue Richardkauc toliue till Richard die ? 



■ 
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You make alegge>and B nil i n gb r ookc fay es I. 

: North . My Lord) in the hale court he dotn attend, 

To fpeakcwith you : may it pleafe you tp come downe, 
KfK*. Z)owne,co\vne 1 come, like glittering Phaeton, 
Wanting the ir.annagdof\ntuly lades. 

In the bafe court, bale court where Kings grow bale, 

To come at Tray tors calles, and *io them grace. 

In the bafe court come do .uie: downe court, downe King 
For night-owles llireeke where mountinglarks ihouldling 
Bvll. What fayes his Maicftie ? 

North. Sorrow and griefe of heart. 

Makes him fpeakefonoly like a fran.ticke man , 

Yet he is come. 

Bull. S tand all apart. 

And (hew taire-duue to his Maieftie : Hekneelesim l 

My gracious Lord. . . ; , 

King, FaireCoofin you debafeyoutPrincely knee, 

To make the bafe earth proud with kiffingit. 

Merather had my heart ought lecleyourloue. 

Then my vnpleafed eye lee yourcurteue: 

Vp Coofin vp, your heart is vp 1 know. 

Thus high at lead, although your knee be low. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine cw 
Kim. Your owneisyours, and l am yours and all. 
Bull. So farre be mine, my mod redoubted Lord, 
Asmyt ueferuice (halldefecue yourloue. 

Kim. Well you deferue: they well deferue to haue, 

That know the ftrong’ft andfureft way to get. - 
Vnckle,giue me vour hands; nay dry your eyes 

- Tearcsfhew their louei but want their remedies. 

Coofin, laixi too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be Hey re 3 
Whatyou willhaue. He giue, and willing too •- 
For doe we mult, what force will haue vs do * 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it lo ? ^ 

Bull. Yea my good Lord. 

K tug. Then I muft not fay no. 



Enter the fftfenne mth her attendants, 
flue. Whatfport (hall we deuifeheere in this garden. 
To ariue away tnehcauie thought of care? 

Lady. Madam weele play at bowles. 
flue. Twill make me thinke the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the bias. 

Lady. Madam weele dau nee. 

flue. My legs can keepeno meafure in delight. 

When my poore heart no meafure keepes in griefes 
Therefore no dauncmg girle,fome other (port. 

Lady . Madam weele tell tales, 
flue. Offorrow or ofgriefef 
Lady, Of either Madam. 
flue. Of neither girle, - 

For if of ioy, being altogithcr wanting. 

It doth remember me the more offorrow : 

Or if of griefe,bcingaltogithcrfadd. 

It addes more fdrrow to my want of ioy; 

For what i haue Ineedenottorepeate, 

And what I want it bootes not to complainc. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

fluy. T is well that thou haft caufe, 

But thou fhouldft pleafe me better wouldft thou weepe. 
Lady, I could weepe Madam, woulu it do you good. 
fluee. And I could fing would weeping do me good. 
And neuer borow any teare of tlice. 

But ftay, heerecommeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the (hadow ofthefetrees. 

My wretchcdnelfe vntoarow of pines. 

They will talke of (late, for euery one doth fo, 

, Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe, 

Enter Gardeners. 

Whirh I.? 06 b '" d y ° n dan £ lin 8 Apricockcs, 

Which like vnri% children make their fire 

Stoope with oppteffion of their prodigal! weight: 

G.ucfomefnpportancetothebindingtwios 8 

Goe thou, and like an executioner 8 ° 

^ G * Cue 
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Cut off the heads of two faft growing (pray es, 

That looketoo loftie in our Common-wealth : 
AUmuft be euen in our gouerraent. 

You thus imployde, 1 will goc roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fucke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why Ihould we in the compaffe of aPale, 
Keepelaw and forme, and due proportion, 

Shewing in a modellourfirmeeftate. 

When our (ea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes } her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde, 

Her Knots difordered,and her holefome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Card, Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffr ed this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe : 

The Weedes that his broade fpreading Leaues didftidi# 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp, 

Are puld v p,roote and all, by Bullingbrooke : 

I meane the Earle of Wilt fare > Bulhie, Greene. 

<JWdn. What, are they dead } , 

Card. They are. 

And Bnllingbrooke hath feizd the waftfull King. 

Oh what pittic it is, that he had notfo tnmde 
And d reft his Land 5 as we this Garden, at time of y 
Do wound the barke, the skinneof our fruit trees, 
Lead being ouer-proud w»th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he donefo,to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to beare, and he to tafle 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppe away, that bearing boughes may line : 

Had he done (b, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, ; 
Which wafte ofidlehoures hath quite thrownedoww* 
Man. What , thinke you the King fiiall t " 
gard, Depreft he is already, and dcpofde 




Richard the Second* 

T’is, doubt he will be. Letters caraelaft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Tmgs, 

That tell blacke tidinges, 

Queen. Oh! 1 am preft to death through want of (peaking 
Thou old ^awlikenesfet to drcile this Garden, 

How dares thy harlh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What Eue i What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, ( newesj 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man i 
Why doft thou fay King Richardis depofdc? 

Darlt thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall i Say, where, when, and how 
Camftthouby this ill tidinges /fpeakethou wretch? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yet what I fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
O f Bullingbrooke j their fortunes both are weyde. 

In your Lo. fcalc, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the ballance of great Bullingbrooke , 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Engliih Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes King Richard downe, 
Poft you to London, and you will finde itfoj 
1 fpeake no more then eucry one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble Mifchaunce, that art fo light of (bote, 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it ? Oh thou thinkeft 
T o ferue me laft, that I may longed keepe 
Thy forrow in my bread : come Lady es, goe 
To meete at London, Londons King in woe. 

What, was 1 borne to this, that my fadd looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke} 

Gardner, for telling me thefenewes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Sxit 
Gard. Poore Queene, fo that thy (late might be no worfe 
I would my skill were fubied to thy curfe , 

Heere did (he drop a teare,hecrein this place, 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbe-of-grace t 

G 3 Rcw, 
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Rcw, eucn for Ruth) heere ffiortly Dull be fecnc, 

In remembrance of Sweeping Queene. p t 

Enter Rullingbrooke, Aimer le, And others. 

Bull. Call) foorth Bagot. Enter Bam 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, * ' 

VVhat thou doft know; ofnoble Glocefters death, 

Who wrought itwith the King, and whopcrformde 
The Bloodie office of hi s timelelfe end? 

'Bagot. Then fet be fore my face the Lord Aumerle , 
Bull, CooBn, ftand foorth, andlooke vpon that man, 
Bagot, My Lord Aumerle, Iknow your daring tongue, 
Scornes to vnfay what once it hath deliuered : 6 ' 

In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted, 

I heard you fay;. Is notify arme of length. 

That rcach’eth from thereft, full Enghfli court 
As farreas Calliceto mine Vnckles head ? 

Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

I heardyoufay,thatyou had rather ,refufe 
The offer oF an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then Bulliughrfieltgsfit ur ne to Engl an d , add i ngfwxthall, 
How bleftthrs land would be in this your Coofins death, 
Princes, and noble Lords, 

What anfwere ftiall I make te this b afe man ?, 
iftjalll fo much diOionour my'faireftarres. 

On equal! tearmes to giue him chafticement i 
Either I muft, or haue mine Honour foyld 
With the attainder ofhis.flaunderouslips i 
There is my gage, the manuallfeale of death, 
Thatmarkes thee out for Heil .1 theu lie ft, 

And will maintainc what thou haft (ayd, is falfe, 

In thy heart blood, though beingalltoo bale 
To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword. 

Bull Bagot, forbeare, thou (halt not take it vp. 
osEum. E xcepting one, i would he were the belt 
In all this pretence, that hath mooud me fo. 

F>tz. If that thy valour ftand on fimpathie. 

There ismy gagc^»Wfr/e,ingagetothine ; , 



Richard the' Second. 

By that faire Sunne that fliewes me where thou ftandft # 

I heard thee lay, and vauntingly thou fpakft it, 

Thatthou wert caufe of noble Glocefters death ; 

Ifthou denieft it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

And I will turne thy falthood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged, with my Rapiers poynf. ' 

cAum. Thou dafft not (coward) line I to fee the day. 

Fitz,. Now by my foule, I would it were this houre. 
Attm. Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hellfor this. 

L. Ter. Aumerle, thou lieft, his honour is as true? 

In this appeale, as thou art all vniuft. 

And thatthou art fo, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extreameft poynt 
Of mortall breathing, feize it ifthou dar’ft. 

<>Aurn. And if I do hot, may mv hands rot off) 

And neuer brandifti more rcuengefull fteele 
Ouer the glittering helmet ofmy foe. 

Another L. I take the earth to the likefforfwone Aumerle ,) 
Andfpurtheeon with full as many lies, 

As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous earn 
From finneto ftnne : there is my honours pawne* 

Ingage it to the tryallif thou darft. 

Attm. Who fets me elfe ?by heauen He throw atalh 
I haue a thoufand fpirits in one breaft. 

To anfwere twenty thoufand fuch as you. 

Stir. My Lord Fitz water, I do remember well 

The verie time Aumerle and you did talke. 

Fitz. Tisvery true, you were in prefene then. 

And you can witnetfe with me this is true. 

Sur, As fal fe by heauen, as heauen itfelfe is true. 

Fitz. Surrie, thou lieft. (fword 

T ^ r \? i ^ ono f Mcbo ^ th «lyffiaUiyfoheauieonmy 
lhat it (lull render vengeance aou reuenge 

Till thou the lie-giuer,.and thatlie do lie, & 

la earth as quiet as thy Fathers /cull. 

In proofe whereof there is my honours pavsne - - ■ . 

Ingage it to the tryallif thou darft. " 

FitZ, y 
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Second, 



asm 

The Tragede o) 

fttz t How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfo, 

If I dare eate, or drinke,or breath, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a WildernelTe, 

Andfpitvpon himwhilft I fay he lyes. 

And lyes,and lyes : there is my bond of Fayth, 

To tie thee to my ftrong corredion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerleis guiltie of my true appeale. 

Bcfides ,Ihearethebanilhcd Norffelkcfay •* 

Th at thou Aumerle did ft fend two of t hy men v 

To execute the noble Duke of Calice. 

Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gage, 
That lyes, heere do I throw downethis. 

If he may be repeald to try his honour f 
Bull . Thefe differences fhalt all reft vnder gage , 
TiUNorfolkebc repeald, repeald he (ball be. 

And Though mine enemie,rcftor'd againe. 

To all his Lands and Signories {when he is return’d, 
Againft & Aumerle wc will inforce his triall. 

(far l, That honorable day fliall neuer be feene : 
Many a time hath banifht Norfolke fought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious Chriftian field. 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian erode, , 

Aeainft blackc Pagans, Tnrkes, and Saracens, 

And toyld with workes of Warre, retir'd himfeuc 

To Italy, and there at Venice gaue 

His Body toa plcafant countries earth. 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull , Why Bilhop, is Norfolke dead ? 

Carl, Asfure aslliue,my Lord, . 

'Bull. Sweet peece condud his fweet foule to the boioW 
Ofoood old Abraham : Lords appellants. 

Your differences Ihall all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dayes of triall. 

EnterTorkfy , 

Yorks. Great Duke ofLancafter, I come to thee, ^ 

'■ • - / ' . 
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Prom nlume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Hcire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poiTcflion of thy royaUhand; 

Afcend his Throne, defcendmgnow from him. 

And long liue Heme, fourth of thatnamc. 

BuU In Gods name? Ileafccnd the Recall throne# 

Carl. Maty God forbid. 

Word in this Royall prefence I may fpeake : 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth : 

Would God any in this noble prefence, 

Were enough noble to be v pright Iudge 
Of noble Hfcbard : Then true noblenelle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 
What fubied can giuefentenceon his King? 
Andwhofits heere that is not Richards (ubk&. I 
Theeues are not iudged, but they are by to hearc, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And Ihall the figure of GodsMaieftic, 

His Captaine, Stewardydeput.'e, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yeares. 

Be iudg'd by fubied and inferior breath, 

And he himfelfe not prefent l Oh forfend it God, 
That in a Chriftian Climatefoulcs refinde, 

Should fhew fo hainous blacke obfeene a deede. 

1 fpeake to fubieds, and a fubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you callKing, 

Is a fpule traitor to proud HerefordsKing, 

And ifyouCrowne him, let me prophelie. 

The blood of Englift fhall manure the ground, 
And future ages groane for his foule ad. 

Peace ihall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this featcof peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound i 
Diforder,horror, feareand mutinie, . 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald 
Thcfield of Golgotha and dead mens skuls. 

H 










fAgedtto) 

Oh if you raife this houfeagaind his houfe, . a 

It will the wofulleft diuifion prooue. 

That euer fell rpon thiscurled earth: 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo. 

Lead child, childs children Cric againft you woe. 

North.. Well haue you argued fir, ana for your paines, 
Of Capitall treafon, wc arrelt you here : 

My Lordof Wedminder, beityourchargc, 
Tokeepe-himfafely till his day of triall. A A. 

; ' May it pleafeyou Lords, to graunt the common fuitc, 

-- Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender, fo we ; (hall proceed without fufpition, 
Torke. 1 will be Ilfs conduct, 

Bui . Lords, you that are here, are vnder our arreff, 

, Procure your Sureties for your daies of anfwcre 5 
Little arc wftbcholding to your loue. 

V ' ' And little looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter King Richard 

. 'Rich. Alackc why am 1 fent for to a King, 

Before I haue lliooke off theregall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd .5 1 hard-lie yet hauelearnt 
T o infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes ? 

Giue fbrrow leauc a while to tutor me to this fubmiflion jfc 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefemen. 

Were they not mine? did they notfometimescriealhaile 
Tome? fo Judos did to Chrifi ; blithe in twelue, 
Found truth in all, but one ; I in twelue thoufand none t 
God faue the Kingy.vill no man fay Amen : 

Am I both Pried find Clarke 5 well then, Amen*. 

God faue the King, although 1 be not hee, 

And yet Amen, i f heauen do thinke him nice : 

To do what feruice am I fent for hither : 

Torke, To do that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tired.Maiedie did make thee offer; 

The refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Harry Bullrngkrockc, 

Rich, Sca?e the Crowne, 



mm 



Heere Coofm, on this fide my hand, & on that fide yourlt 
N ow is this golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets filling one an other. 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

Theother downe vnfeene, and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of teares, am I, 

Drinking my griefe, whild you mount vp onhigh. 

Bui 1 thought you had been willing to refigne ? 

Rtc. My Crowne I am, but dill my griefes are mine : 
You may my Glories and my State depofc. 

But not my Griefes, dill am I King of thofe. _ 

Bui, Part ofyour Cares you giue me with your Crown, 
Rich t Your caresfetvp, do not pluckemy cares down: 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old care done. 

Your care is gaine of care by new care won .• 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowue,yet dill with- me they day. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne? 

Rich. I, no no I ; for, I mud nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 

Nowmarke me how I will vndoe my felfe .* 

I giue this heauiewaight from off my head. 

And thisvnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart : 

With mine owne teares I wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my facred date. 

With mine owne breath releafeall duties rites,. 

All porape and Maiedie I doe forfweare. 

My Mannots, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoe, 

My Ades,Decrees,and Statutes I denie •• 

God pardon -all Oathcs that are broke to me, 
Godkcepeall Vowes vnbroke that fweare to thee f 
Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud, 

And thou with all pleafd, that had all atchieud; 

Long mayd thou liue in Ttjchards feat to fit, 

And foonelic Richard in an earthly pit : 

. H t> God 







■ 
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God faue King Hurrjvnkingd Richard flics. 
And fend him many yceres of Sun-ftiincs daies«. 
What more remaines i 

North. No more, butthat you read 
Thefe accufations, and thefe grieuous crimes, 
Commitred by your perfon, and your followers) 
Againft the ft ate and profile of this Land $ 

That by confiding them, the ibules of men 
May deeine that you ate worthily dcpofde. 

Rich. Mufti doeiof and mull Irauell out 
My Weaud yp Folly, gentle Northumberland i 
if thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not ihame thce in fo faire a troope. 

To read alc<51ureofthem,ifthpu wouldft. 
There Ibouldft thou find one bainous Article, 
Containing the depoling ofa King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 



Nay of you that ftand andlooke vpon, 

Wbilft that my wretchednelle doth bate my lelfe ; 
Though fome of you (with TUate ) watli your hands, 
Shevvingan outward pittie,yet youPilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my fowrc Croffc, 

And water cannot wafti away your finne. 

North. My Lord d ifpatch , read ore thefe Articles, 
Rich. Mine eyes are full of tearcs, I cannot fee j 
And yetfalt water blinds them notfomuch, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turne mine eies vpon my felfc, 

1 fi nd my felfc a T raitor with thereft ; 

For I haue giuen here my fettles confent 
Tovndecfcethe pompous body of aKing * 

Made gloriebacc,and Soueraigntie a (laiucj 
ProudMaieftieafubieft, Stateapeafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haughtinfulfingtnan. 
Nor no mans Lord j I haue noname, no title, 



— 
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KIo not that name was- giuen me at the Font, 

Buttis vliirpt } alackethe heawiti-y 
Thatl hauewornefomany Winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call my lelfe, 

0 that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbroo, ke, 

• dmelt my felfeaway in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good; 

And if mv name be darling, yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraite 
[That it may ihew roe whata face 1 haue, 

Since it is banckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui. Go fome of you and fetch a looking-glade, 

North. Read orethispaper while the Glalfe doth come,. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I come to Hell, 

1 Bui. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 

| North. The commons will not then be fatisfied. 

Rich. They lhall be fatisfi ed, lie read enough, 

When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

/Vhere all my finnes are wri t, and that's myfelfe, 

Giue me the glalfe : no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

(Hath forrpw ftrokefp niany btowes vpon this 
[Pace of mine, and made, no deeper wounds l 
Oh flattering Glalfe, like to nay flpUpwers In profperitiei 
Was thisthe face that euery day ynder his 
Houlhold roofedid keepe ten thoufand menf 
FWas this thefacethatfaaftfo many follies, 

And was at laft outfaaft by BnllinybroohS • 

A brittle Glorie fhineth in this face, 
fcs brittle as the Glorie is the face, 

■or there it iscrackt in a hundred fhiuers^ 
IkrkefilentKing themorallofthis fpor. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyd my face; 

Bui. The fhadow ofyour forrow hath deftroyd 
"he lhadow of your face. 

..Rich. Say that againe : the fhadpw of my forrow; 
ialetsfee:tis very true, mygriefe 

H 3 Lies 



Ifirib 









htYugeateOj 

Lies ail within, and thefe extern all manners 
Of laments are mcerely fliadowes to the vnfeene, 
Griefethat fwells with filcnce in the tortured foule : 
And I thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Mecaufeto waile,but teachell me the way 
How to lament the caufe: Ilebeggeoneboone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 

Bull . Name it faire Coofin. . 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then aKing; 

t nr o • /l . i i K«i4r..L' 



Evte? Queens > with her Attendants « 

Qucene. T his way the King will come, this is the wry 
rtfrluu C&fars ill ereCted Tower, ' . ' ' 

Xowhofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
doomde a Prifoner by proud Bulhngbrooke. 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haueany reftingforher true Kings Qneeac.' 

Enter Richard* 



Rich* Jt*aire v^ooiCj\vny r Butfoft, but feeder rather, do not feei 

For when I was a king, my flatterers were then butfubiefi My faire Rofe wither : yet looke y p, behold 
Being now afubieCt, I haue a King heere That you in pittiemay dilfplue to deaw, 

r r & orp/ir T hanp no npprl fntao himfrefh a'paine with trilC lOUG tC 



JL>V*lJLJ£: uwv* * ca 

T o my flatterer ; beingf© great,! haue no need to beg, 
'Bui. Yetaske. 

Rich. Andflialllluueit? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich. Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Ric . WHither you will, fol were from yourfights. 
Bui. Goa fome of you conuay him to the tower. 
Rich. O good conuay, conuayers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bui. On Widnefday next we folemnely fet downe, 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare yourfelues, 

Exeunt. ManetJVefi.CarleillyAumrle. 

*Abb,t. AwoefullPageanthaucweheerebeh^ 

Car. The woe’s t© come 5 the children y et vnborn 
Shall feele this day as iharpe to them as thorne. 

You holy Clcrgieinen. is there no ploi, 
To rid the Realme of this permtious blot . 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heercin, 
You mall not onely take theSacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalfo to effect 
What euerl fliMlhappento deuife: ^ 

Come home with nie to fupper, He lay a p 
Shall fhewvsaUamerry day. 



1 ilrtl JUU jpi-i.w’* **•»**/ — ' j 

Andwafli himfrefli againe with t;rue loueteares. 

Ah thou the modelfwhere old Troy did (land ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toosibe?. 
And notKing Richard-, thou mod beauteous Inne, 

Why ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufc gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman,, do not foj. 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foule. 

To thinke our former (late a happy dreame, 

From which awakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewcs vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweefej)( 

To grimme N eceflitie, and lie and I 

Will keepe aleague till death. Hie thee to Frauce f 

And cloy fter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy Hues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe* 
Queene. What is my Richard both in fliape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bullrngbroohe 
Depofd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thrufleth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd; and wik thou PupiHike 
Take thy correction, mildly kilfe the rodde, 

Andfawne on Rage with bacc humilitie, 

Which art aLyon^and a King of beads? 
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Tbi T rttgme of 
I had been ftill a happy kirlg of men. 

Good (fometime Qiiecne) prepare thee hence for ftj 
Thinke I am dead, and thateuen hcerc thou takeft * £ 
As from my death-bed my lalt liuingleauc. 

In winters tedieus nights fit by the tire 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woefull ages long agoe betide, 

And ere thou bid good to quite their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable taleof me, 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenceletfe brands will fimpathy 
The heauy accent of thy moouing tongue, 

And in companion weepe the fire out j 
And fohi'e willmourne in a 1 lhes,fome cole blacke, 

JFor the depofing of a rightifull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of ‘Bullirigbrooke is chan 
Youihhftto fomfret, notvntothe Tower. 

And Madam, there is Order tanefor ybu. 

With allfwiftfoced you muft away to France. . 

King. Northumberland , thou ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting ‘BnlBtyrbroeke afeends my throne. 

The time Ihallnot be rtianyhoures of age 
More thenftis, ercfoule finnegathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption, thou Hialt thinke, 
Thoughhe deride thcRealme, andgiuc theehalfc, 
ItfsfoMitfle, helping him to all; 

HeffialiaWinke, that thou which know ft the way 
T o plant vnrightfull Kings, will know againe, 
Beeing nerefo little vrgd another way, 

Toplucke him headlong from the vfiirped throne, 
Theloue of wicked men conuerts to fearc. 

That feare, to hate-, add hate turnes one or both 
T o worthy danger and ileferued death. 

North . My guilt be on my head, and there an end: 
T ake leaue and part, for you muft part foorfhwith. 

Ktg. Ddubly diuorc't, (batmen; you violate 






-rtf ssaat^s 



A twofold manage, betwixt my Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

Letme vnkiffe the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kilfe t'was made. 

Part vs Northumberland, I towards the North* 

Where (hiuering cold andfickendTe pines theclime: 

My Wife to France, from whence fet footth in pompe, 

She came adorned hither, like fwcete May, 
SentbackelikeHollowmasjor Ihortft of day* 

Quee. And muft we bedeuided? muft wepart? 

' King- 1, hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 

Queen. Banith vs both, and fend the King with me. 

King. T hat were fome loue, but little policie, 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me goe. 

King. So two togither weeping, make one woe* 

Weepe for me in France, I for thee here. 

Better fan e off then neerc be neare the neere: 

Goe count thy way with iighes, I mine with groanes. 

Queen. So longcft way IB all haue the longeft moanes. 

King. T wife for one ftep lie grone, the way being fhort. 
And peecethe way out with aheauie heart. 

Come, come, in wooing forrow lets be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe: 

One kiffe lhall ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, 
Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Queen. Giue me niyowne againe, twere no good part, 
To take on me to kcepe, andkill thy heart. 

So how I haue mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

King. We make Woewanton with this fond delay, 
Once more adew, the reftlet forrow fay. Exeunt . 

Enter Duke ofTorke and theDutchejfe, 

'Qut. My Lord, you told me yet; would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake theftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

Torke, Where did I leaue ? 

Duta At that fad flop my Lord, 

I Where 
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Where rude tnifgouernd hands from windowes ton«- 
Threw dull and rubbilh on King Richards\\ea.&. 

Torke. Then fas I faid) the Duke great Bullingbroo^ 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie fteede. 

Which his afpiring rider fecmd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe. 

While all tongues cride, God laue the Bullingbrookg , 
You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old. 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage, and that all the Walks, 

With painted imagery had (aydatonce, 

Icfu preferue the welcome Bullingbrooke y 
Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds neckc 
Befpakethetn thus, I thanke you Countrymen: 

And thus dill doing, thus he pad along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard , where rides he the whilftJ 

Torke. As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a well graced Ador leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinkinghis prattle to betedious : 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt menseyes 
Did fcoule on gentle "Richard , no man cried God (auehta 

No ioyfulltonguegauehim hiswelcomehome, 

But dud was throwne vpon his (acred head; 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off, 

His face dill combating with teares and (miles. 

The badges of his griefs and patience; 

That had not God for fome drong purpofe decld 
The hearts of men, they mufl perforce haue melted. 
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pitti ed him: 

Bu thcauenhath a hand in thefe euents, 

T o whofe high will we bound our ealme contents* 

T o Bullingbrooke are we (worne fubiefl now, 

Whofe date and honour I for aye allow. ■ 

! Dut, Heere comes my fonne Aumerlc, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22312) LONDOI 




Torke. Aumerlc that was. 

But that is lod, for being Richards frieni 
And Madam, you mud call him Rutla 
I am in Paliatnent pledge for his trueth 
And lading (ealtie to the new made King* 

Dut. Welcome my fonne, who artthe Violetsnow 
That drew the greene lappe of the new-come fpring. 

Aum. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not, 

God knowesl had as liefe be none as one. 

T»rke. Well, bcare you well in this new (pringof time. 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford! do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? . 
a Aum. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Torke. You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent notlpurpofe (b. 

Torke. What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea, lookd thou pale ? let me lee the writting. 

Aunt. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who feeit, 

Iwillbefatifficd, let mee fee the writting. 

Aum. 1 do befeech your G race to pardon me. 

It is a matter of finall con&quence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not hauefeenc. 

Torke , Which for fome reafons ( fir) I meanc to fee* 
Ifeare,Ifeare. ~ 

Dut. What Ihould you feare? 

Tisnothing but fome band that he isentredinto 
For gay apparrell againd the triumpj]. 

Torke, Bound to himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foole 5 
Boy, let me feethe writting. 

Aum. I do befecch you. pardon me, I may not (hew it, 
Torke. 1 will befati(fied;let me fee it, I (ay j. 

f^ep/uckesitoutof'hitbe/onte.anJ 
Tr eafon, fouletreafon : villaine, tray tor, 

Dut, What is the matter, my Lord f * 

• Torke, Ho,whoiswirhinthcre?faddleinyhoife: 

I it r* h 
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God for his mercy ! what Trechery is heere } 

Du. Why, what is it my Lord? 1 

Torke. Giue me my bootes I fay, fadle my horfe, 
Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Torke. Peace folilh woman. 

Dutc. 1 will not peace, what is the matter Aumerlel 
Aum. Good mother be content,it is no more 
Then my poore life mu ft anfwere. 

Duck T hy life anfwere l 

Torke. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto theKing. 

His man enters mth his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle , poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine neiicr more come in my light. 

Torke. Giue nie my .bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpalfe ofthine owne ? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are welike to haue f 
Isnot my/eeming date drunke vp with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age, 
And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee? is he not thine ownc? 

Torke. Thou fond madwoman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the facrament , 
And interchangeably fetdovvne their hands. 

To kill the King at Oxford, | 

Du. He (hall be none , weele keepe himheere, 

Then what is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twenty times royfon, 
I would appeach him. 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done, 
Thou wouldft be more pitifull : 

But now I knowthy mind, thou doft fu r ~" a 
T hat I haue beene di floy all to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne.,*. 




not of that mind, 



comes heere / 



(fo wildly? 

flares & look® 
Am 9b 
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Sweete Yorke, fweete husband 
He is as l.ke thee as a man may 
Not like me or any ofmykinne, 

Andyetllouehun. 

Torke. Make way vnruly woman. 

T>u After Aumerle: mount theevpon 
Spur, poft, and get before him to the King 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old 
I doubt not but to ride as fall as Yorke,, 

And neuervvill I rife vp from the ground. 

Till Builingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone* 
Enter the King with his Nobles * 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vntheiftie 
Tis full three months fince I didie him laft j 
If any plague hang otier vs,tis bec$. 

I would to god my Lords, he might be 
Inquire at London, mongft the T 
For there they fay, he dayly doth 
With vnrcftrainedloofe corn-pan 
Euen fuch ( they fay ) as (land in 
And beate our watch, and robbe our 
Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy 
Takes on the point of honor to fupport fo diifolute a crew 
H. Per. My Lord, fome two daies fince I faw the Prince 
And told him of thole tri umphs held at Oxford* 

King. And what laid the Gallant? 

Percie. His anfwere was, he would to the 
And from the commoneft creature 
And weare it as a fauour,and with 
Hewould vnhorfe theluftieft Challenger, 

KingH. Asdiifoluteas defperate, yet 
I fee fome fparkles of better hope, which e 
May hapily bring forth. But who 
Enter 

iAum. Where is the 
King H* What meancs our cooun 







The Trageiieof 

Aum. Godfaueyour Grace* Ido befecch yourMaiefty 
To haue (bme conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues, and leaue vs here alone; 
What is the matter with our Coolin now ? 

Aum. For euermay my knees grow to the earth, 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnlefte a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

King. Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

A»m. Then giue me leaue that I may turnetheKey, 
T hat no man enter till my talc be done. 

King . Haue thy dclire. 

T he ‘Duke of Torke knock* ut the do are and cryeth, 
Torke . My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou haft a Traitor inthy prefence there. 

King. Villainc,ile make thee fafe. 

An. Stay thy reuengefutt hand,thou haft no caufetofesre 
Torke. Open the doore,fecurcfoole,hardy King: 
Shall I for louc fpeakc treafon to thy face ? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open . 

King. What is the matter vnckle,Ipeake, recouer breath; 
Tell vs, how neerc is danger. 

That we may artne vs to encounter it ? 

Torke. Perule this writing here , and thou (halt know, 
The treafon that my haft forbidsme (how. 

Am. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promile pa(b 
I doe repentme, readenot my name there, 

My heart is not con federate with my hand. 

Torkf. It was ( villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downt: 

I tore it from the traitors bofome (King) 

Feare,and nos loue, begets hispenitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pitty prooue 
A ferpent, that will ftingthee tothee heart. 

King. O heynous, ftrong,and bold confpiracid 
©loyall father of a treacherous fonnel 
Thou Iheere immaculate and filuer Fountaine, 
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From whence this ftreame through muddie pafTages 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfcj 
Thy ouer flow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodnelfe (hall excufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Torke. So (hall my Vertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he (hall fpend mine honor, with hislhame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their fcrapingFathers Gold : 

Mine honour lilies when his diflionour dies. 

Or my (hamdelife in his dilhonor lies 
Thou kill! me in his life giuing him breath. 

The traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Butch. What ho, my Liege for Gods fake letme in, 

King. What (h rill voye’d (uppliant makes this eger cry Jr 
Bute. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis I, 
Speakewith me, pittie me,.open tlie doore, 

ABegger begs, that neuer begd before. 

King. Ourfcene is altered from a ferrous thing,. 
Andncwchangde to the Beggar aotfr the Kang; 

My dangerous Goofin, let your Mother in, 

Iknow die is come, to pray for your foule finne,. 

Torke. If thou do pardon whefoeuerpray. 

More (innes for this forgiuenes, profper may ; 

Thisfeftred ioynt cutoff, thcreft reft found,. 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound,. 

But. Oh King, beleeue not this hard-harted man ,5 
Louelouing not it felfe, none other can. 

Torke. Thou franticke woman,what doft tho* make here?.' 
Shallthy old dugs once more a traytor reare ? 

‘But. Sweete Yorkebe patient* heare me gentle Liege,. 
KingH. Rife vp good Aunt, 

Due. Notyetltheebefeech, 
for eucr will I walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day tbatthc happy fees, 

T ill thou giue ioy * v null thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling boy. 

An. Ynt© my mothers praiers L bend my knee. 

Tfirkfr, 




Tor kg, Againft them.both my true ioyfets bended be, 

111 may ft thou thriue if thou graunt any grace. * 

Dutc, Pleaues he in earned ? looke vpon his face; 
His eyes do drop no teares, his prayers are in ieft, 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread- 
Heprayes but faintly, and would bedenide, 

W e pray with heart and foulc, and all befide; 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know. 

Our knees ftill kneele till to the grou nd they grow : 

His prayers are full of falfe hy pocryfie. 

Ours of true zealeand deepe integritie : 

Our prayers doc out-pray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

'King. Good Aunt ftand v p. 

Parc. Nay, doc not fay, ftand vp; 

Say pardon fir ft, and afterwards ftand vp, 

And ifl wCrethy nurfcthy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fhouldfeethefirft word of thy (peach: 

I neuer longd to hear? a word till now, “ 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach the how: 

The word is Ihort, but not fo (horf A? fwectc; 

No word like Pardon for Kings mouth#? fo nieete. 

Tor he. Speake it in French, King fay, ’Paruomtmo'j. 
Dutc. Doft thou teach pardon? pardon to deftro, v; 
Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lord! 

That lets the word it felfe againft the word; 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping Freneh we do not vnderftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeake,fet thy tongue there, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doc pierce, 
Pittie may mooue thee pardon ro rehearfe. 

King H. Goo.d Au n t ftand v p. 

Dutch. Idoenotfueto ftand; 

Pardon is all the futc I haue in hand. 

King. I pardon him as God (ball pardon me. 

Dutc* O happy vantage ofa kneeling knee. 



iRt&drdthe Semi, 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeakc icagaine $ 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 

But makes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with allmy heart. 
qgutch. A God on earth thou art. 

King. Butfbrourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the re ft of that contorted crew, 

Dellrudion ftrait (hall dog them at the heeles, 

Good V nckle, helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefc traitours are. 

They (ball not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will hauc them, if I once know where. 

V nckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true. 

Dutc. Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. Manet Sir Pierce Exton, &c* 

Exton. Didft thou not marke the K. what words he fpake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare? 
Wasitnotfo? 

Man. T hefe were his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice together, did he not ? 

Man. He did. 

Exton. And (peaking it,hewiftly lookt on me, 

Aswho Ihould fay, I would thou wert the man, 

That would diuorcc this terrour from my heart, 
Mcaningthe Kingat Pomfret. Come, Ices go, 

1 am thcKings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt, 
Enter Richard alone, 

Egch, I hauc been ftudying how to compare 
This Prifon where! liue, vnto the world: 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heeie is not a creature but my felfe, 
lean nordo it; yet lie hammer it out: ' . 

My braine lie prooue the female to my (oule; 

My mule the father, and t'eletwo beget 
A generation of ft.ll-breedinc thoughts 5 

K And 
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And thefe faime thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world ; 

For no thought is contested .* the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diuine are intermixt 

With fcruples, and do fet the word is felfe 

Again ft thy word, as thus; Comelit tie ones, & thcnagaine 

It is as hard to come asfor a Cammell . . 

T o thread the fmall pofterne of a fmall needles eye 5 
T houghts tending to ambition they doe plot 
V nlikelie wonders : how tHefe vaine weake nayles 
May teare a paftage thorow the Flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles : 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tending to content, flattqir themfclues, 

That they.are not the firft of.Fortunes llaues. 

Nor lhall not be the laft, like feely beggars ; 

Who fitting in theStockes,refnuge their lhame, 

That many haac, and others mull lit there, 

And in this thought they find a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fucli as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people. 

And none contented ; fometimes am I a King, 

Then Treafons make me willi my felfe a Beggtr, 

And fo I am : then crulhingPenurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King j 
Then am I aKing againe,andbyand by, 

Thinke that I am ynkingd by Bnllingbrooke, 

And ftraightam nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing, (hall be pleafde,till he bceafde 
With being nothing Mulicke do I heare 5 OMiu/kksfktei. 
Ha, ha, keepctime § how fowrefweete Mulicke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the mulicke of mens Hues : 

And heere hau e I the daintincftc of care 
To checkc Time broke in difordcrcd firing: 






But for the concord ofmy date and titne, 

Had net an eareto heare my true time broke: 

1 waited Time, and now doth time waftc me : 
x For now hath time made his numbring clocke j 
My thoughts are minutes, and with lighes they iarrc, 
There watches on v nto mine eyes the outward watch. 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing (till, in cleanfing them fromteares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre it is, 
Aredamorous groanes, which ftrike vpon my heart, 
Which is the Bell: fo lighes, and Teares,and Groanes, 
Shew Minutes, Times, and Hourcs: butmy Time 
Rutines polling on in Bnilmgbrooks proud ioy, 

Whilel Hand fooling hecre his iackeofthe clocke: 

This Mulicke maddes me, letitfoundno more. 

For though it hath holp madde men to their wits, 
Inmeitfeemesit willmake wife men madde. 

Yet blelfing on his heart that giues it me, 
Fort'isaligneoflouc: andloueto Richard, 

Isa Itrange brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter a Groome of the Stable. 

Grome. Haile royall Prince. 

Rich. Thanks noble Peerej 
Thecheapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither. 

Where no man euercomcs but that fad Doggc, 

That brings me foode to make misfortune liue? 

Qroome, I was a pooreGroomeofthy liable, King, 
When thou were King: who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoe ( at length ) hauc gotten leau e 
Tolooke vpon myfometimes royall maifters face s 
Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets that Coronation day, 

Wbc Bullingbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

Tha' Horfc. that thou fo often haft bell ride, 
ThatHorfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. RodeheonB^rbarie, tell me gentle friend; 

K 1 
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How went he wnder him ? 



Grocme. So proudlie, as if he diftlaind the ground 
Rtch. So proud that B ullingbrooke was onhisbaru. 
That lade hath eatc bread from my Royali hand 
T his hand hath made him proud with clappins hk . 
Would he not Rumble? would he not fall dovvnei ’ 
Since pride muft haue a fall, and breakcthenecke 
Of that proud man, that didvfurpehis backe? 
Forgiuenelfe Horfe, why do I ray le on thee ? * 

Since thou created to be awde by man, 

Waft borne to bcare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet I bearea burthen like an Afte, 

Spurde, galde, and tyrde by iauncing Euthmbrooke . , 
Keeper Fellow giueplaee, heere is no longer (lay! 
Ricbf If thou loue me* tis time thou wert away, 

Groo, What my tongue dares not, that my heartfliallik 
Exit Groonie. Enter one to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to falito l 
Rich. Taft ofit firft, as thou wertwont to do; 

\xnf efCr ' My tGrd 1 darc not} bf Pierce of Extort, 
Who lately came from the King, commands the contraiy 
Rich . TheDeuilltake Henry of Lancafterandthee.; 
Patience is Itale, and l am wearie ofit. 

Keeper . Helpe>helpe*helpe. 

%he murderers rapj in* 

^ 0W now * w hatmeanes Death in this rudoalTkulth 
Villaine thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument> 
troq thou. and fill another roome in Hell, 

Heere Exton ftrikes him dome* 

Rich . That-hand (hall burne ih neuer-quenching firfy 
That daggers thus my perfon : Exton > thy fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the kings owneland; 
Mount* mount iny ioule, thy feate is vp on hie* 

Wbilft my gsotfe fiefh finkes downeward heere to die. 

Exton . As full of valour, as of Royal! blood : 

Both haue I fpild • Oh would the deed were good 1 

for now the Deuill that told me I did well* 

' " - • 



;fl I' 



#, yW that this deed is chronicled in Hell % 
tL dead King to the l.u.ngKing ile beare, 

Xake hence the reft, & giuethem buriall heere, E*t. 

Enter Rullingbrookewith theDukeofYorkg * 
m Kind V nckle %orke,the lateft newes weheare* 

Is, that the Rebels haue confumed with fire. 

Our,towne Ciceter in (jlocefterfhite-. 

But whether they be tane or ftaioe, we heare noti 
Welcome my Lord, what is the newe^? ! V 

Enter Northumberland, 

North,. Firft, to thy facrcd (late willi I all happinefft g 

The next newes is, I haue to London fent 

The heads of Oxford, Salisburic, and Kent ? 

The manner, oftheir taking may appeare 
Atlatge difeourfed in this paper heerei 
Kwg. We thanke thee gentle Percie for thy paines , ; ‘ ^ 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaincs, ", 

Enter Lor dEitzwaters. V.-^ViT 

pitz, My Lord,lbaue from Oxford lentto London^ 

The heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely | 

Two of the dangerous conformed Traytors, 

Thatfoughtat Oxf ord thy dire ouerthrow. 

King. Thy paines Fitz : fhall notbe forgot, 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

Enter Henrie Percie, 

Ter. Thegraundconfpirator Abbofrof WeftminftcTj. 
With clogge of confidence and fowre melancholic,. 

1 Hath yeeldedvp his body totheGraue; 

But here is CW«71iuing, to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and lentence of his pride* 

King, forleil, thisisyourdoome, 

Choofe out fome feeret place ,fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life, 

Soasthouliu’fl in peace, die free from ftrife: 

Tor though mineenemiethouhaft euerbeen, 

High iparkes of Honour in thee haue I ftene*, 

K 3 Enter - 
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Ex*™, Great King, within th is Coffin I p rc fent 
Thy buried ^atr?:hc'creia ill breathleireltw 
The inighrieft of thy greater enemies, 

Richard o( Burden##, by me hither brought. 

King Extm, 1 thankc thee not,for .thou haft wroi.ol,* 

A deede of lk»Hght?r with thy fetall hand, • x . : ffl- ? 

Vpon niy head, and alithis famous land. 

From your ownemouth (my lo.)did I thisdcd 

M jf* f V cylo , uc not P°K° n > d>« do poyfon need. 

Nor doe I thee, though I did wiflj him dead; 

hate the murrherer, louehim murthcredr 
Theguilt of conferee take thou for thy labour. 

But neither my good word, nor Princelie fanour : 
y zander- througb the foade of night, 

And neuer fliew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords, I proteft my fouJeiafull ofwoc, -c-. t 
That^lpQd^fh^ild fprinckteme td make i^egrbw; 

Come mourne with luei for what- 1 doe lament 
And put on fullen Wacke incontihent ; _ 
lie make a voyagetothe Holy laud, :l -; 

To wafh this bfopd off from my gutttichaod 
March iadly after, grace my mournings hecrc* 
in weeping after this vntimdy Beere 0 

! nl | •. 
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